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Summary: It all started with the flames. That was when her life truly 
began, when the nightmare ended. Melanie Snow thought that she had 
finally found a safe place where she could belong. Until the reigning 
Supreme returned and invited Death into the coven. 


1 . Chapter 1 

Author's note: So, I've had the idea for this story for a while, and 
now it's finally here! This is my first AHS fic, so I hope it's good 
enough to keep with the spirit of the series. Please let me know if 
you have any helpful suggestions. 

>1 own nothing but my OCs . This story will focus mostly on them. I 
picture Melanie being played by Chloe Grace Moretz, and I see Evan 
Peters as Michael. (If figure that if Sarah Paulson can play two 
characters in one season, so can he, right?) Enjoy!<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter 1 : Bitchcraft<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Looking up from her low vantage point, she could barely make out 
the numbers on the wooden doors of each room she passed. The moans 
and screams and jazz music echoing through the maze of halls were the 
loudest that she had ever heard them before. She was close. The door 
of the room in front of her was slightly ajar. Curiosity winning out 
over fear, she pushed it open a little more to have peek inside. A 
man was standing over a large, antique metal tub. He had his back to 
her, so she could see part of the pinstriped suit that he had on 
beneath the rubber apron and rubber gloves he wore on top. His hands 
were moving erratically, holding objects that gleamed in the dim 
light. Knives. Her eyes widened when the dark liquid on the apron 
rolled down and dropped to the floor to form a bright read stain. The 
screams had stopped. So had the man's movements. Her grip tightened 



on the door as he turned to look at her. Just when she was about to 
see his face, the trumpet from the song blared loudly next to her 
ear, morphing into an obnoxious beeping sound. <p> 

The little girl, now a teenager, groaned groggily as she opened her 
eyes and found herself safe in her bed. She blinked and rubbed the 
sleep from her eyes. She had tossed and turned so much during the 
night that most of her sheets were on the floor. She glared at the 
noisy alarm clock on her nightstand and felt around for its off 
button . 

"Girl, you best shut that thing off before I throw it at the wall!" 
her roommate grumbled moodily, equally annoyed with the rude 
awakening. It was a huge relief when the damn thing finally shut 
up . 

"Sorry, Queenie." 

"Whoa, you have a nightmare, Melanie?" Queenie asked when she saw 
what a mess her normally neat bed was. 

"Something like that, " Melanie replied cryptically as she rolled out 
of bed. She quickly made her way to her desk and started writing 
about the incident in her journal using invisible ink, while Queenie 
caught a few more minutes of shuteye. She often recorded her dreams 
in this way. She couldn't remember anything about the first three 
years of her life. They were a complete blank apart from flashes of 
the color red, the hazy image of a beautiful woman, and the smell of 
a perfume that was either _Hypnotic Poison _by Dior or something very 
similar. And these dreams about a strange hotel filled with darkness 
and death. Every counselor and shrink that she had talked to in her 
long history of therapy seemed to think these dreams were her mind's 
way of coping with whatever had happened to her in those missing 
years and her subsequent abandonment. She admitted that most of her 
dreams had a sort of surreal feeling about them, but she couldn't 
help but feel that they were more than that. She'd had them ever 
since she woke up in the hospital where she was being treated for 
some mysterious wounds that she had no recollection of receiving. 

When no one showed up to claim her, she was entered into foster care. 
That was the real nightmare. 

There was a soft knock at the door before she heard the voice of 
Cordelia, the woman who had taken care of her ever since she was 
twelve. Her home for the last five years was an all girls' finishing 
school with free room and board. At least, that's what it appeared to 
be as far as the rest of the world was concerned. In reality, it was 
an academy for witches backed by an ancient coven whose origins 
reached as far back as the Salem Witch Trials. While the authorities 
of the time had been busy burning the falsely accused, the real 
witches got the heck out of dodge and eventually set up shop here in 
New Orleans. "Wake up, girls! It's breakfast time," their teacher 
called . 

"Coming!" Melanie answered as Queenie sat up and threw off her covers 
to get ready for the day. Melanie put her journal away so she could 
get dressed, too. 

For years, it had just been Melanie and Cordelia, but now there were 
currently two other students at the school beside herself and 
Queenie. One of them. Nan, was already at the kitchen table tucking 



into a plate of pancakes and fresh fruit. The three of them watched 
the news with Cordelia while they ate. It must be a slow day, because 
they were running the story about Misty Day again. The perpetrators 
still hadn't been caught. The last student, Madison Montgomerya€"a 
drama queen and a constant pain in the ass, finally showed up about 
halfway through. Just in time to hear Cordelia warn everyone that 
they had to be careful, because she happened to hear from a very 
reliable source that it had been confirmed that Misty Day had been a 
witch, too. Madison rolled her eyes and made a smartass comment that 
they all chose to ignore. Given her track record, Melanie doubted 
Madison's time there would last much longer. She wouldn't be at all 
surprised if Madison got sick of them and left before the year was 
up . 

Melanie was ready to leave the table and head for the greenhouse to 
practice, but Cordelia wasn't done. "And last, but not least, I have 
a very important announcement to make, girls," she said patiently. "A 
new student will be arriving today, so please make her feel welcome 
when she gets here." 

Madison smirked. She knew exactly how she wanted to 'welcome' the new 
girl. She finally looked at her the plate in front of her and groaned 
in annoyance. "Don't you have anything less fattening?" Madison 
asked, turning her nose up at the wholesome breakfast that Spalding 
had served her. 

"This is New Orleans. We eat real food here." Melanie quipped, 
stuffing the last piece of her blueberry pancake in her mouth. 

"Damn straight," Queenie agreed. She didn't know what the skinny 
bitch's problem was. The food here was great, and that girl could use 
a little more meat on her bones. 

"You should eat more," Nan said in agreement. 

"Whatever, bitches," Madison said, eating a piece of fruit. "You 
think you can look this hot without making sacrifices? I bet Urkel 
here throws it all up afterwards." How else could someone like 
Melanie eat so much and stay so skinny. Of course Melanie did no such 
thing. She would never disrespect her food like that. 

"She doesn't," Nan said. 

"Whatever!" Madison huffed, annoyed. That just made her hate Melanie 
even more. She couldn't wait till the new girl got there. Maybe then 
she could finally have some fun in this fricking mausoleum. 

Later, while Cordelia was away on the weekly trip to the grocery 
store, she decided to recruit the others for her plan. "Hey, what do 
you say we give the new girl a scare?" 

Queenie glanced at Nan and Melanie, who had her nose buried in a book 
the moment she came back from the greenhouse. "I'm in. It's not like 
there's anything better to do around here." It was a slow day without 
any lessons to attend. And she had just finished polishing off the 
last bag of chips. 


"Okay," Nan agreed brightly. Like Queenie already said, there was 
nothing else to do, and she was bored. 



"Not interested." Melanie said without even bothering to look up from 
her book. She was rereading the first book in the _Game of Thrones_ 
series. Madison rolled her eyes. She should have known. 

"Fine. Just don't get in our way," the Hollywood brat 
sneered . 

"Fine. Just don't break anything," Melanie retorted coolly, turning 
to the next page in her book. She didn't really care what they did as 
long as it didn't cause trouble for Cordelia. 

Melanie had continued reading in her room and had just reached the 
part where Ned Stark was about to die, when she heard the screams. It 
sounded like bloody murder downstairs. Deciding she should probably 
make sure Madison hadn't maimed anyone, she sighed and shut the book. 
She could hear their voices as she came down the stairs. It sounded 
like they were in the main room where they kept the gallery of 
previous Supremes ' portraits. 

Madison was talking. "0 dark father, we offer this flesh up to you, 
blood, life, and all." Melanie rolled her eyes internally as she 
approached the room and saw how she was standing over the girl that 
they had thrown onto the table with a dagger in her hand. What a 
drama queen. She even had the others dress up with her in black 
cloaks and masks with long, curved noses. 

"Get the hell off me!" the new girl screamed, sending out a burst of 
magic in her fear that made the candles flare up and soot and sparks 
shoot out of the fireplace. Madison dropped the knife in her hand as 
she and the others quickly moved back to a safer distance. 

"Jesus, Sabrina, relax, " Madison said, removing her mask and hood. 

She smirked as she flipped her golden blonde hair over her shoulder. 
"We're just messing with you." 

The new girl's eyes were wide with surprise. She looked stunned. 

"Holy shit. Are youa€|?" 

"Madison Montgomery, movie star, " Madison finished coolly, eating up 
the attention. She loved it when people recognized her. 

"Shit," Queenie said, removing her mask, too. "When's the last time 
you made a movie, girl?" 

"I'm Nan. Hi." Nan said, flashing the new girl a smile once her mask 
was off. 

"Zoe, " the new girl introduced herself. She was very pretty with 
long, straight, light brown hair, large almond-shaped brown eyes, and 
a flawless peaches and cream complexion. She was wearing a long black 
dress, a thin, long-sleeved black sweater, and black ankle 
boots . 

"Queenie, " Queenie said. 

"Melanie," Melanie said, alerting them to her presence. Zoe whipped 
her head around to look at her, shocked to see another person 
standing there the whole time. Though, this one seemed normal 
compared to the others since she was just wearing a black vintage 
rolling stones t-shirt, red shorts, and a pair of white converses. 



Her braided hair was a gorgeous shade of platinum blonde that looked 
like strands of moonlight. Her pale skin had a healthy glow, and her 
green eyes shined with intelligence. It was a shame she had such an 
unfriendly expression on her face. 

"So bored now, " Madison sighed, wondering why Melanie was only bitchy 
towards her. It never occurred to her that Melanie was just paying 
her back in kind for the way she treated everyone else. 

"So, is this all of you?" Zoe asked. 

"At the moment, " Cordelia said as she stepped into the room to join 
them. She must have just returned. "Cordelia Foxx, headmistress, " she 
introduced herself to Zoe before turning her eyes on Melanie and the 
others. Looking at them, she could pretty much guess what must have 
happened while she was gone. "Alright, girls. There's a van full of 
groceries in the driveway that needs unloading. I'll show Zoe to her 
room, then we meet for Midday Gathering. Let's _go_. " She added 
pointedly when only Melanie started leaving to do as she was told. 
Madison, Queenie, and Nan tossed their masks on the table and finally 
moved to follow their classmate out. Cordelia gave Zoe a kind smile 
and began showing her around the house. 

While they unloaded the car and brought the groceries inside, Melanie 
knew Cordelia was giving Zoe the same speech about the school's 
history that she had given her when she was first brought here. The 
same one she gave Nan, then Queenie, and Madison. Miss Robichaux's 
Academy for Exceptional Young Ladies was established as a premiere 
girls' finishing school in 1790. During the Civil War, it was 
converted into a military hospital. Afterwards, it came under new 
management. Our management. In 1868, Marianne Wharton, a prominent 
East Coast society matron, early suffragette, author of several 
popular children's booksa€"and, as it happened, the reigning Supreme 
of that t imea€"purchased this facility, retaining the name as a 
cover, establishing a safe haven where young witches could gather to 
learn. In it's heyday, the academy was home to as many as sixty 
girls . 

Melanie, Queenie, Nan, and Madison plopped themselves down on the 
chairs and couches in the sitting room for the Midday Gathering when 
they finished with the groceries. Spalding set out tea and cookies on 
the coffee table. Melanie knew from the smell that it was Earl Grey. 
She poured herself a cup, dropped in a sugar cube, and finished 
adding a slice of lemon just when Cordelia and Zoe came over to join 
them, still talking. Cordelia had just reached the part about how 
our, the witches', numbers have been dwindling. 

"Why?" Zoe asked as they sat down. 

"We're a dying breed, Zoe," Cordelia answered. "Many of the families 
who knew they carried the bloodline made a choice not to reproduce." 
Melanie sometimes wondered if that was why her parents had abandoned 
her; if they hadn't wanted her because they knew she was a 
witch . 

"So, what's a Supreme?" Zoe asked. 

"An average witch is born with a few natural gifts. But in each 
generation there is one woman who embodies countless gifts. Some 
saya€ | all of them," Cordelia explained. "She is the Supreme." 



"Are you the Supreme?" Zoe asked. 


Queenie and Madison chuckled and snorted at that as though she'd said 
something funny. Melanie narrowed her eyes slightly and shot them a 

look over the top of her teacup, while Nan just quietly stirred her 

tea. Melanie knew this was a sensitive topic for the older 
witch . 

"No," Cordelia said with a weak smile and faltering voice. "I'm like 

you. Just a witch. And a teacher. I'm here to help you identify your 

gifts and teach you how to control them." 

"She means to suppress them, " Queen said. 

"Not suppression. Control," Cordelia corrected her. 

"She thinks it's still the 1600s," Madison said sassily. 

"It's worse," Melanie spoke up. "Nowadays you can't even sneeze 
without it ending up on the internet. Imagine what would happen if 
someone caught you doing magic and recorded it with their phone." 
Queenie furrowed her brow slightly in concern, while Madison scoffed 
and rolled her eyes in disbelief. 

"Teacher's pet." 

"No, Melanie's right. Back then, our kind understood the dangers. 
Today, so many families know nothing of their ancestry. Too many 
girls aren't lucky enough to have found us or weren't identified in 
time for us to have found them. Like that poor Cajun girl just 
outside Lafayette a few months back, " Cordelia said. She knew she was 
probably beating a horse to death by revisiting the subject so many 
times, but she felt that she could not stress enough the grave 
importance of the danger that the incident represented to their kind. 
She was worried that Melanie appeared to be the only one taking it 
seriously. "Misty Day. She wasn't much older than any of you. And she 
had a gift, the power of resurgence. Misty could reach into that 
place between life and death and draw a soul back from the precipice, 
back to this side, back to life. To some, this appeared to be the 
God-touched power of resurrection. To others, necromancy." 

"So what happened to her?" asked Zoe. 

"The same thing that's happened to women like us throughout the 
centuries, " Cordelia replied. Zoe just stared at her, waiting for 
further explanation. 

"They burned her at the stake." Melanie said. Zoe was properly 
horrified by this revelation. They burned someone alive? In this day 
in age? 

"We are under siege, ladies, " Cordelia continued. "Our lives, our 
very existence, is always at risk. Know this, or face 
extinction . " 

The rest of the afternoon was just as uneventful as the morning had 
been. Melanie made sure that Nox, their black cat, who lived in the 
greenhouse, had plenty of food and water in his bowls and returned to 
her book. She assumed Zoe spent the time settling into her new room. 



which she would be sharing with Madison. No one envied her. She 
wasn't sure how the others occupied their time, but it wasn't until 
supper that things started to heat up again. 

Spalding was serving the soup when Madison said, "Hey, Jeeves. Can I 
get some iceberg lettuce with a side of blue cheese?" Melanie didn't 
understand why she always had to insist on being difficult. Or her 
penchant for wearing fur in hot and humid Louisiana. It wasn't even 
winter yet . 

"Girl, be nice to Spalding," Queenie scolded her. "Poor bastard ain't 
got no tongue." 

"Is that true, Jeeves? Did you use your tongue for something wicked?" 
Madison taunted the silent butler. "Or maybe you just suck at going 
down." Spalding was obviously upset by her teasing, because he set 
Zoe ' s bowl down in front of her with a little more force than 
necessary. "Oh, come on, Jeeves!" Madison called after him as he 
turned on his heel and left, pushing the serving cart back to the 
kitchen. "Show us your stub! Maybe we can put it to use!" Queenie 
gave her a look of disgust and disappointment. Melanie just shook her 
head while breaking off a piece from the loaf of bread so she could 
slather it with butter. "So, new girla€ | " Madison said, ignoring 
them, as she turned to Zoe, "a€| what are you in for?" 

"Her boyfriend, " Nan said. Zoe tried to hide the pain she felt at the 
mere mention of it, but it was still fairly obvious. 

"Nan, shut up before you get your ass in trouble, " Queenie told 
her . 

"Did you kill him?" Madison asked. 

"No. It was an accident." Zoe replied quietly. But the truth was she 
still blamed herself. 

"It was an accident, Zoe," Nan reassured her. "And you will find love 
again. A strange and unexpectedaC | love." 

Queenie slammed her spoon on the table. "Girl, are you deaf or just 
stupid?" The new girl obviously wasn't comfortable with the 
subject . 

"Tell us about this accident, " Madison said, picking up her glass to 
have a sip of water. "And don't spare all the gory details." 

"So, why are you here?" Zoe asked, turning the conversation back on 
her. That was a good move. Madison loved talking about 
herself . 

Madison set her glass back down on the table. "My agent staged an 
intervention. Ever since my drunk and disorderly, I get blamed for 
all kinds of shit that I didn't do." 

"But you did it. You killed the man," Nan said seriously. 

"I get it, bitch, you're clairvoyant," Madison snapped, pissed that 
she called her out. She let out a sigh of annoyance and turned back 
to Zoe. "Do you want to know what happened?" Without waiting for an 
answer, she went on to explain how she had been rehearsing for an 



onstage production. She was annoyed because the director kept getting 
on her case about not hitting her mark, saying the light couldn't hit 
her if she wasn't on it. She then responded by loosening the part 
that kept the stage light fastened to the rigging above the stage so 
that it fell and crashed into the top of his skull as he stepped up 
to show her how it was done. It was an instant K.O. "The light hit 
him just fine," she concluded without a shred of remorse. 

"All he said was 'hit your mark, '" Queenie said, disgusted. 

"Hn, " Madison laughed. "Hey, I'm not the only killer here. A little 
birdy told me your roomie killed her last foster father. Set him on 
fire just by looking at him." she said with a smirk. She had caught a 
glimpse of Melanie's file when she and her agent were having a word 
with Cordelia in her office. Cordelia, who had been adding additional 
notes on the young witch's progress, had closed it quickly once they 
entered the room, but not quickly enough. Melanie's grip on her knife 
tightened ever so slightly and the candles' flames grew bigger and 
brighter at the mention of the man. Zoe glanced between the two 
blondes she was seated in the middle of, wondering if she should be 
worried for her safety. Melanie wasn't denying it. 

"_He_ actually deserved it," Nan said in her defense. Melanie didn't 
talk about it. Ever. But Nan could hear what had happened in her 
mind. Steven Pritchard was a bad man. "Don't worry, Melanie's nicer 
than she looks," Nan reassured Zoe. Despite her outwardly cold 
attitude, she really did care. She just suffered from resting bitch 
face . 

Queenie glared at Madison. "Why don't you just do the world a favor 
and take an acting class, you D-list, Botox bimbo." Zoe smiled 
slightly at the epic burn the star had just received. Madison wasn't 
so amused. She retaliated by using her powers to flip Queenie ' s bowl 
of soup into her lap. Outraged, Queenie immediately threw her bowl 
back on the table, grabbed a fork, and stabbed herself in the 
hand . 

"Ow!" Madison screamed, crying out in pain as Queenie twisted the 
fork, using her magic to redirect the damage to her. Zoe gasped in 
shock as she stared at the line of little puncture wounds that had 
suddenly appeared on Madison's now bleeding hand. "Stop it, you 
bitch ! " 

"Stop what? I don't feel nothin'. I'm a human voodoo doll. You like 
this?" Queenie asked with a smirk, wiggling the fork around some more 
as she applied more pressure to deepen the wound. 

"Stop!" Nan cried, grabbing her hand. "You'rea€| you're gonna get in 
trouble. Queenie, stop!" She managed to wrestle the fork away, but 
Queenie had had enough of Madison's bullshit. She grabbed the long 
knife by the bread and held it to her throat. 

"I'll do it," Queenie said, daring Madison to give her a 
reason . 

"Queenie," Melanie said firmly, finally speaking up. "No murder at 
the dinner table." It wasn't that she didn't appreciate how she felt, 
but blood was hard to clean up, and she didn't feel like having to 
hide a body tonight. Not to mention, grievously harming another witch 
would mean being burned at the stake. Queenie just stared at her in 



disbelief . 


"Come on. Let's go for a walk," Nan said, trying to help calm her 
down . 

"A walk?" Queenie asked incredulously. She glanced one more time 
between Nan's worried face and the cool expression on Melanie's 
before finally throwing the knife back on the table. "Fine. I'm not 
hungry anyway . " 

Madison exhaled a sigh of relief, massaging her sore hand as Queenie 
left with Nan to go cool off. "Like anyone believes that," Madison 
said grudgingly, referring to the large witch's claim that she had 
lost her appetite. 

"Shut up, " Melanie said sternly, shooting her glare so harsh that it 
made Zoe shudder. 

Being an actress, Madison was able to cover her own fear a little 
better. "Well, that was disturbing," she said, pretending she hadn't 
heard her. "Given the choices around here, it looks like you're my 
new best friend, " she told Zoe while Melanie continued to eat her 
soup. Madison picked up her phone and glanced at the screen when it 
vibrated. "Do you own any clothes that don't come from the gap?" she 
asked her new "friend." 

"Not really," Zoe answered dryly. "Why?" 

Madison sighed as she looked at her. They were about the same size. 
"You can borrow something of mine. Frat party tonight. Just got the 
tweet." Zoe didn't exactly look thrilled. 

"Feel free to say 'no.'" Melanie told her. 

"What about you. Human Torch? Wanna party?" Madison asked her. It was 
always nice to show up with an entourage, especially one made of 
attractive girls who were hot, but not too hot. And three was a nice, 
round number. It helped her stand out and appear more desirable, not 
that she really needed help with that. 

"I'd rather stay home and read," Melanie replied without an ounce of 
hesitation . 

"What's the matter?" Madison asked. "Afraid you'll lose 
control ? " 

Melanie carefully set her spoon down and looked at her. "The last 
time I lost control someone died. So, unless you're volunteering, I 
think I'll pass," she retorted smartly. 

Meanwhile, Cordelia was in the greenhouse, working on a new potion. 
She was so focused on her work, that she didn't realize someone was 
sneaking up on her from behind until she felt a hand stroke her 
ponytail. She gasped, so startled that she dropped the vial she was 
holding . 

"Ooh!" The intruder said as the glass shattered on the stone floor. 
"You dropped your cocktail, " her mother, Fiona Goode, teased with a 
laugh . 



"I thought you were in Switzerland," Cordelia said, surprised to see 
her there. She wished she could say it was a pleasant one. 

"LA," Fiona corrected her. "It's tragic. The glamour's gone. They put 
a shopping mall on Sunset and Vine." 

Cordelia stared at the mess on the floor with irritation. "I don't 
have a broom." 

Fiona laughed. "That's ironic." 

"Los Angeles," Cordelia said, returning to the topic of her mother's 
travels. "Why do you look so jet-lagged?" 

"I happen to look wonderful," Fiona said defensively. 

"Let me make you something, " Cordelia said, using a rag to pick up 
and move the shards of broken glass to the waste basket. "I've been 
working on a restorative that I've been experimenting with. This will 
fix you right up." 

"Delia, with her potions and powders, " Fiona said, watching as her 
daughter mixed the ingredients together. "You know, one of my 
greatest disappointments in life is that you never fully realized the 
extent of your power." 

"I've done pretty well," Cordelia said. She was proud of her work at 
the school, especially when it came to Melanie. She still remembered 
the first day she arrived at the school. She had been so small, so 
guarded. So afraid to let anyone get too close. That poor girl had 
come a long way after everything she'd been through. 

"You are the only child of the Supreme. You have royal blood running 
in your veins," Fiona reminded her. "You could be ruling the 
world . " 

"I like my little kingdom here, thank you," Cordelia said, holding 
out a small beaker for her mother filled with the finished 
potion . 

"Yeah, well, your little kingdom is a mess, " Fiona said, taking the 
sizzling concoction. She gave it a sniff before drinking and 
grimaced. She decided to dump the offending potion in the cat's food 
dish . 

"No! Oha€ | " Cordelia exclaimed, rushing to pick it up before Nox had 
a chance to eat it. Melanie would be heartbroken if anything happened 
to him. "You bitch. It wouldn't have killed you." 

"Just put me in a coma for a couple of days?" Fiona asked. 

"Or weeks. Look, why don't you just go away?" Cordelia asked her. "I 
don't want you here. How else do you want me to say it?" 

"You're still angry," Fiona said, lighting up a cigarette. "I can 
tell." 

"My God, you _are_ the Supreme, " Cordelia retorted sarcastically, 
stuffing moss into an empty bottle. 



Fiona took a drag on her cigarette and exhaled the smoke. "I was just 
on this wonderful retreat with Shirley MacLaine in Sedona. It was all 
about forgiveness." 

"You dumped me here," Cordelia reminded her. She practically 
abandoned her. 

"You were sent to an elite boarding school. Boo-hoo-hoo-hoo-hoo, " 
Fiona said, completely unapologet ic . "You know, I've often thought 
that my big mistake with you was waiting so long before sending you 
away . " 

"Enough, " Cordelia said, cutting her off before she could say another 
hurtful word. "Show yourself out." 

"No. I'm not going," Fiona said stubbornly. "I'm staying. I'm here to 
help you. Do you know that not fifty miles from here a young woman 
was burned at the stake? It's Salem all over again. There is a storm 
coming. And _you_, " Cordelia looked up at that, "are leaving these 
poor girls under your charge completely unprepared for it." 

"I am aware of what's happening," Cordelia said, annoyed. "My entire 
teaching philosophyaC" " 

"Has been an abject failure, " Fiona interjected. "You teach them to 
cower. And to hide in the shadows. Well, there are no shadows, not 
anymore. Do you really think with Twitter and Facebook that a witch 
does anything at all she won't be videotaped and turned into someaC 
viral freak show like a dog who says 'I love you'?" 

"No, no, no, " Cordelia said quickly, shaking her head. "This is my 
life. You can't come in here and piss all over it. I will call the 
council . " 

"Do. Call the council," Fiona said with a laugh. "And then you can 
explain to them why you think it's a bad idea for the Supreme to 
teach them." 

"When are you gonna die and stop ruining my life?" 

Coming from her daughter, those words hurt Fiona more than she would 
ever admit out loud. She sighed. "I'm here. I'm staying. So why don't 
we make the best of it?" 

"I thought you weren't coming," Madison said as she drove to the 
party with Zoe in the passenger seat and Melanie in the back with her 
stupid book. 

"I changed my mind," Melanie said with a shrug. After dinner, she had 
an odd feeling about the party, so she did a reading. She often did 
one whenever Madison snuck out, just to be on the safe side. While 
shuffling her deck of tarot cards, three fell out, indicating they 
were related to something that needed her attention right away. The 
cards were Death, The Devil, and The Lovers. Despite the ominous 
name. Death usually represented change rather than actual physical 
death. The Lovers was probably related to Nan's prediction that Zoe 
would find a 'strange and unexpected love'. The card that really 
worried her was The Devil. That card was never good. Something bad 
always happened whenever it turned up in her readings . And her 
readings had an accuracy rate of about 98%. They were so accurate 



that one of her foster mothers, an over zealous religious fanatic, 
used to hit her and lock her in the closet for playing with the tarot 
deck, and even went so far as to ask a priest for an exorcism. 
Fortunately, the priest was a reasonable man who reported the woman 
to child services when he saw the bruises and other signs of abuse. 
After that, Melanie had been promptly removed from that home and 
placed in another. Anyway, she had a nagging feeling that some kind 
of disaster or tragedy might occur, but she couldn't be certain 
whether it would be aimed at Madison or Zoe. It may even be both. She 
knew that nothing she said would ever convince Madison not to go the 
party, so Melanie figured she'd better go with her and Zoe to keep an 
eye on them and make sure they didn't get into trouble. 

"Whatever," Madison said, deciding she didn't really care why. At 
least she was wearing something decent that didn't clash with her 
dress. She didn't even know Melanie owned party clothes, but 
apparently she did. Tonight the antisocial introvert was wearing a 
burgundy 90s style mini dress with spaghetti straps and with a pair 
of strappy nude heels and a matching wallet purse slung over her 
shoulders . 

The moment they were through the doors, Madison paused to strike a 
pose that she thought would highlight her assets and flipped her hair 
over her shoulder, enjoying the effect it had on the masses that had 
already started to party. While Madison was basking in the glow of 
all the attention she was getting, Melanie took a moment to look 
around and immediately regretted it. 

_Crap, _she thought when she accidentally made eye contact with a boy 
who wasn't much older than them. Not wanting to get involved, she 
quickly looked away, but she could still feel his eyes on 
her . 

"What's a girl gotta do to get a drink around here?" Madison asked. 
The response was immediate. 

"Come with me, " a preppy-looking girl with a pink sweater wrapped 
around her shoulders said, grabbing the star's hand to lead her away 
to fulfill her request. The moment Melanie and Zoe moved to follow, 
the other two girls seemed to be swallowed up by the crowd, and they 
lost sight of them completely. 

"And she's gone," Melanie said, irritated that they had been 
separated so easily. 

"Now what?" Zoe asked as they were approached by the boy Melanie had 
mistakenly made eye contact with. Apparently ignoring him hadn't been 
a big enough hint that she wasn't interested. 

"Hi. I'm Michael. Want a drink?" He asked above the throbbing music, 
offering to show her to one of the refreshment tables. He had a 
charming smile, dark eyes, and dark, curly hair. Zoe smiled slightly 
and decided to give them some space. Melanie tried to stop her, but 
it was too late. She grimaced slightly in annoyance. That traitor! 

How dare she leave her alone in such an awkward situation? And what 
was with this crowd? Why did it have to keep producing people she 
wanted to avoid and swallowing up the people she didn't? 

Michael cleared his throat as a reminder that he was still there. 

"Uh, no thanks," She said, turning to leave. Just being in the room 



with all these people was enough social interaction as far as she was 
concerned. She was surprised when he suddenly grabbed her wrist. 
"Heya€" " 

"You don't remember me, do you?" He asked seriously, eyes darkening. 
Melanie blinked and stared at him in confusion. "I know it's been 
seven years, but I'd recognize that hair and those eyes anywhere. 
Don't tell me you forgot about the time you spent with the 
Rousseaus ? " 

Melanie could feel the blood drain from her face as the connection 
between this college boy named Michael and the twelve-year-old named 
Michael that she had known years ago suddenly clicked into place. She 
could see it now, the resemblance. It was _him._ The Rousseaus had 
taken in several foster children in addition to herself. The oldest 
of the children, Michael, was a bully who loved to push the other 
kids around. Something wasn't right about him. Melanie had sensed 
that right away, and her suspicions were confirmed when she noticed 
that he had a habit of digging in the back yard just before and after 
one of the neighborhood pets went missing. The adults thought it was 
a stray coyote. But Melanie knew better. So when she found a stray 
kitten, she hid it in the crawlspace under the house with a cardboard 
box for a bed and was very careful when she brought it scraps from 
her dinner. But not careful enough. After seven weeks, she crawled 
under the house and was horrified by what she found. The poor thing 
had been killed, and all of its fur had been skinned clean off. She 
knew at once who was responsible. That kitten had been her only 
friend in that house, and Michael had murdered it. 

With ice in her eyes and fire in her veins, Melanie ripped her arm 
free from his grip and disappeared into the crowd, ignoring his calls 
for her to wait. She didn't want anything to do with that psychopath. 
Why was the creep even in Louisiana in the first place? Why leave 
California to attend college _here_? 

"Melanie! Melanie! Shit!" Michael cursed as he pushed through the 
crowd, trying to find her again. He still remembered the day she 
found the cat. It'd been burned into his memory like hot brand. The 
day that quiet girl, who always kept her head down and never did 
anything to stick out, suddenly flew at him in a rage like some kind 
of wild thinga€"scratching and clawing and bit inga€"calling him a 
'murderer'. That was the first time he had ever seen his own blood. 
Their foster parents had her moved to another home right away. He 
hated them for that. He'd been searching for her ever since. It was 
as if she had suddenly dropped off the face of the earth. But here 
she was, hanging around some random frat party. He wasn't about to 
let her get away again. 

Melanie searched everywhere for the other girls. She spotted Zoe 
talking to a boy with curly blonde hair near the stairs, but she 
couldn't find Madison anywhere. She decided to head for Zoe first. 
Maybe she knew where Madison was. Drawing closer, she could hear some 
of their conversation. "Kyle, I like you," Zoe said. "But it's not 
gonna work out. Have you seen Madison?" 

That worried Melanie. "You don't know where she is, either?" she 
asked, hoping the card reading wasn't about to come true. The boy was 
surprised when she suddenly popped up next to him. Melanie was 
surprised, too. He looked like a blonde version of Michael, which was 
rather disturbing. Fortunately, his brown eyes didn't seem to hold 



the same darkness as her childhood tormentor. 


"Uh, hello?" He said with an awkward smile that was actually kind of 
cute as he glanced between the two girls. 

"Hi." Melanie answered with a straight face. 

"This is Melanie, she's a friend," Zoe explained. "She's not with 
you? " 

"No, I was hoping you'd found her," Melanie said with a frown. "Zoe, 
we need to find her before she gets into trouble." 

"Alright, let's split up. We can cover more ground that way," Zoe 
suggested . 

"No. We have to stick together," Melanie said, taking a firm hold of 
her hand as they walked off to look for Madison. "It's not safe." Zoe 
wondered why she would say something like that, but Melanie looked so 
serious that she didn't question it. In fact, she said it with such 
conviction, that Zoe was sure something bad would happen if she let 
go. She cast a worried glance back at Kyle, hoping he would be all 
right . 

Despite all their searching they couldn't find her, and they ended up 
right back with Kyle. "Hey, we can't find her anywhere," Zoe said, 
starting to get worried, too. 

"What, you think she ditched you?" Kyle asked. Both girls scoffed at 
that. They wouldn't be surprised. But Melanie had a gut feeling that 
this was something worse than that. Seeing how concerned the two 
girls looked, Kyle said, "I'll look around upstairs. Hang 


_Upstairsa€| _the word seemed to echo in Melanie's mind as they 
watched him go. It rang true somehow, like she had found the answer 
she was looking for. Madison was upstairs. "Come on," she said, 
grabbing Zoe's hand again as they followed after him. They could hear 
raised voices coming from one of the rooms. 

One of them was Kyle's. "Are you out of your mind_!_?" he shouted 
angrily. Zoe and Melanie had to press up against the wall to get out 
of the way as several frat boys wearing the same polo shirt as him 
came barreling down the stairs one after the other. Kyle ran straight 
past them, chasing after the others boys while shouting at them to 
stop. The girls shared a confused glance and moved cautiously into 
the room. It was empty apart from the bed, where Madison lay curled 
up in ball, crying and moaning in pain. 

"Madison?" Zoe asked, making sure she wasn't seeing things. Madison 
whimpered in response. 

"Shit!" Melanie cursed. She and Zoe rushed over to her side to check 
on her. 

"Madison, hey, " Zoe said, placing a hand on her shoulder to help her 
roll over. "Hey, did they give you something? Melanie, whata€|?" she 
trailed off when she saw the look of pure rage on the other girl's 
face as she stared down at Madison, taking in every detail of the 
damage that had been done . 



Melanie had clenched her fists so hard at her side, her nails were 
about to break the skin and draw blood. "They raped her." With that 
one sentence, she was off like a shot, hurling herself out the room 
and down the stairs after the boys. Zoe stared after her, eyes wide 
with horror. No, no. She wished Melanie was wrong, but deep down a 
part of Zoe had already known. Melanie was right. 

"It hurts," Madison whimpered, wrapping her arms around herself 
protectively. Zoe grabbed a blanket and put it over her so she 
wouldn't feel so exposed. 

"Okay, look, stay here, okay? We're nota€"We ' re not gonna let 'em get 
away with this, " she promised, taking off to join Melanie in hunting 
down Madison's rapists. 

Melanie sprinted after them as best as she could in her heels, but 
they had a good lead on her. She could hear the argument between Kyle 
and his frat brothers after they boarded the bus through the open 
doors. She was almost there when the bus driver came tumbling out and 
the doors shut behind him. 

"No!" she screamed, banging on the side of the bus as it started 
rolling. "Stop! Stop, you bastards!" She started running again as it 
picked up speed and began to pull ahead. "Stop!" 

"Stop!" Zoe started screaming too as she joined the futile chase. 

"I said _stop_! " Melanie roared angrily, her eyes stinging with 
unshed tears, while Zoe began panting and crying. Melanie clenched 
her fists and glared at the back wheel on the passenger side of the 
bus until it burst into flames, taking care to keep the fire 
contained and under her control . The metal rim screeched against 
pavement as the tire blew, but it wasn't enough to stop them. The bus 
kept rolling. Melanie got ready to blow another one, when Madison 
suddenly walked past them from behind. She stopped and stood in front 
of them, sniffing as tears streamed down her face while she glared at 
the bus. She raised her hand, and the next thing they knew, the 
entire bus had flipped end over end. Several people who were outside 
the house screamed as the bus continued to tumble. There was an 
explosion, and the undercarriage burst into flames. For a moment, the 
three witches just stood there. Then Madison turned and started 
walking back the way they had come, heading for the car. Zoe was too 
shocked to move. She couldn't tear her eyes away from the burning 
bus . Kyle had been on it . 

"Zoe," Melanie said, turning her away from the wreck. "Zoe. We have 
to go now." She started herding her fellow witch to the car. She 
spared a glance back at the house, where she could make out the 
glowing screens of phones being pulled out one after the other. One 
of them would call for help. Right now, they had to get as far away 
from the scene of the crime as possible. She hoped the boy who had 
tried to help them survived. 

Michael stood out on the lawn, staring in awe at the destruction. He 
had caught sight of Melanie weaving her way through the crowd and 
followed her. He had seen the whole thing from start to finish. His 
face twisted into a smile and his eyes gleamed with excitement. If 
Melanie thought she could escape from him, she was sorely mistaken. 

He knew how to find her now. Because she was a witch. And he was a 



hunter . 


2 . Chapter 2 

Author's note: I was originally planning for this story to go in a 
different direct iona€"possibly leading into a sequel involving Jame 
March from AHS Hotela€"but someone has made a request for Kyle and 
Melanie to end up together. Should Melanie end up with Kyle? Both 
Kyle and Zoe? Or a future relationship with James March? Please 
comment if you have any suggestions or preferences. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter 2: Boy Part s<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Melanie whimpered as he ran his hands up her legs. Frightened 
tears stained her young cheeks. She pulled frantically against the 
restraints on her wrists, but she couldn't break free. "Pleasea€| 
please, don'ta€|" she begged. But he wasn't listening anymore. After 
spending two years grooming her to his liking, the man that she 
thought had accepted her as his own daughter had finally shown his 
true character. He told her how beautiful she was, how soft her skin 
was, how much he loved her. But no amount of 'love' in the world 
could make him stop. The pain she felt as he violated was 
excruciating. Not just physically, but mentally. She had trusted him. 
Even though she knew there was something odd about him, she had 
trusted him. Because he was the first adult to take an active 
interest in her. In place of the abuse or neglect that she had known 
before, he gave her love and attention. He was the first 'parent' she 
ever had that wanted to officially adopt her. He had treated her like 
a princess. That's what he called her as he stole her innocence and 
betrayed her. His <em>princess . <em> She screamed and cried and begged 
with all her might, but he never stopped. Not until he was 
satisfied . 

She awoke with a gasp, covered in sweat and clutching her sheets like 
a lifeline. The nightmare must have been triggered by what happened 
to Madison last night. It was like having an old wound ripped open 
again. The pain. The shame. The humiliation. They felt just as fresh 
as the night it happened. She had wanted to die. Anything to escape 
from _him. _When it was finally over, he untied her wrists and 
stroked her hair. He had the nerve to be upset when she flinched away 
from his touch. "The first time always hurts," he had said, "but 
don't worry, you'll get used to it . I'll try to be more gentle next 
time." Next time. She nearly threw up when she heard those words. He 
intended to do it again. And again. She wouldn't let him. She glared 
at his back with intense hatred as he turned to get dressed. She 
wished that he could feel her pain. She wanted him dead. Her wish was 
granted. In an instant, her current foster father, Steven Pritchard, 
burst into flames. He was so startled that he panicked and ran 
screaming through the house instead of stopping to try to put himself 
out. The house started to burn, too. Melanie watched the flames 
spread across the walls of her room as she lay on the bed. Part of 
her thought it would be better if she died right there and then. But 
Melanie had never been a quitter. She had spent too long doing her 
best to survive to stop now. She forced herself up from the bed and 
broke the locked window with a chair so she could climb out and 



escape from the house before the fire finished spreading through her 
room. Then she sat on the lawn and watched it burn. One of the 
neighbors must have called the police, because the firefighters 
hadn't taken very long to show up. Steven always had been popular. No 
one knew what a monster he truly was. They took her to the hospital, 
where the police came later to confront her. There had been a hidden 
camera in her room, probably so Steven could watch her while she was 
dressing. But the cops didn't seem to be interested in that. Some of 
the footage had survived the fire, the part that showed him 
spontaneously combusting. The older of the two men seemed more 
concerned with this than the fact that she had just been raped. The 
way he talked about the traumatizing experience as if it were 
nothinga€"as if it were somehow _her_ f aulta€"Melanie might have set 
him on fire, too, if the Council hadn't arrived to sweep her off to 
Robichaux's. This place had really saved her. The pain that man left 
with her would probably never go away completely. But at least now 
she had the tools she needed to be able to live with it. Myrtle Snow, 
the witch who had come to take her away, was like her fairy 
godmother. She became her legal guardian and gave her a new last name 
so she wouldn't have to stay a Pritchard. And Cordelia was the 
closest thing to a real mother that she had ever known. 

Speaking of Cordelia, Melanie knew she should probably come clean to 
her about the previous night's events. They needed to be prepared for 
the worst. She turned to look at her alarm clock to see what time it 
was, only to discover that it had been unplugged and thrown across 
the room. She must have slept through it. Queenie always said she'd 
throw it against the wall one of these days. Melanie shrugged it off 
and got dressed for the day, pulling on a t-shirt that said "fries 
before guys" in red letters, jean shorts, and a pair of red 
Toms . 

The story about the bus crash was already running on the news when 
she reached the kitchen. Breakfast was set up buffet style today; 
serve yourself. Melanie started loading her plate up with food while 
she kept her eyes on the TV. Zoe joined them just in time to hear 
that there were two survivors. Zoe glanced anxiously at Melanie. Kyle 
could still be alive. Melanie gave her a subtle nod to indicate that 
they should keep listening. Seven of the nine boys had died in the 
crash, but two of them were still alive and had been rushed to Troost 
Medical Center. They were both in critical condition. But because the 
official wouldn't confirm the identities of the deceased, they had no 
clue who had lived and who died. The broadcast was cut short when 
Madison strolled into the room and switched it off without bothering 
to ask permission. 

"Hey, I was watching that!" Nan said. 

"Why? It's yesterday's news," Madison said carelessly. She didn't 
want to waste another second of her life on those assholes who raped 
her. "You got any Greek yogurt?" she asked Spalding. He turned away 
to fetch some from the refrigerator, and Zoe hurried over to have a 
word with her as inconspicuously as she could. Melanie stayed at the 
breakfast table and watched, straining her ears to listen. 

"We have to tell somebody what happened, " Zoe said, keeping her voice 
low. "The one I meta€"Kylea€"Madison, he tried to stop it. Okay, and 
he was on that bus." Nan looked up from her mug of hot chocolate. 
There was a knowing look in her eyes as she glanced at Melanie. She 
knew . 



_Don't say anything yet, __Melanie thought, hoping she would get the 
message. She was going to take Madison and Zoe to tell Cordelia after 
breakfast. Nan started to nod her head, when an older woman whom none 
of them had ever met before sauntered into the room like she owned 
the place. 

"What are we talking about?" she asked. "College boys? Taken in the 
prime of their lives. Such a tragedy. Almost makes you want to cry, 
doesn't it?" she said with a glance at Zoe. "But, then, the world's 
not gonna miss a bunch of assholes in Ed Hardy t-shirts." 

"Who are you?" Madison asked full of attitude. Melanie was pretty 
sure she thought she knew. Magic was humming in the air around the 
older woman, and she could see a certain family resemblance. She had 
the same blonde hair and dark eyes as Cordelia. This must be her 
mother, Fiona. She had been warned about her before. 

"You know, I've got to hand it to you," Fiona continued on without 
bothering to answer the question. "A bus flip? That's not easy. But 
you were a sloppy little witch bitch, " she told Madison, lighting up 
a cigarette. 

"Go to hell, you stupid hag, " Madison told her and turned to walk 
away. She didn't get far. Melanie watched as Fiona raised the hand 
holding the cigarette and sent the disrespectful brat flying into the 
wall . 

"Say that," Queenie said with a grin. It was about time someone did 
that . 

"But what you did with the wheel, now that was a neat little trick, " 
Fiona said, turning her attention to Melanie. That was harder than it 
looked. She had kept the flames contained just enough to pop the tire 
without drawing too much attention to what she was doing. This one 
was clearly the smarter of the two. Things would have ended a lot 
differently if the mouthy one hadn't stepped in. "Now, I've read all 
your files," she continued, addressing everyone in the room now. "And 
you're never going to become great women of our clan sitting around 
here at Hogwarts under the confused instruction of my daughter. We're 
going on a field trip." She extinguished her cigarette on one of the 
clean plates and moved to leave the room, pausing when she saw 
Queenie ' s bright orange shirt. "Jesus. Go change your clothes. Wear 
somethingaC | black," she ordered them. 

Once they had all changed, Fiona took them out. Melanie had decided 
to put on a black dress with flared quarter-length sleeves and a 
lace-up V-neck , black sandals, and black sunhat . 

"Where are we going? It's too hot," Madison complained as they 
followed the older witch through the French Quarter. "My freaking 
vagina is sweating." 

"To Popp Fountain, " Fiona replied. "A kind of holy place for our 
order. Back in the 1970s, Mary Oneida Toups led an alternative coven 
down here. She and her sister witches would gather there, proudly and 
publicly, very much in the spirit of the times. But it was damaged 
during Katrina. And the authorities used this as an excuse to declare 
this sacred space a safety hazard. It's been closed off ever 
since . " 



"I don't understand. What are we supposed to do if we can't get in?" 
Zoe asked. 

"Tear the wall down," Fiona said. "When witches don't fight, we 
burn." It was a nice speech. Too bad Melanie happened to know for a 
fact that her information was outdated. Popp Fountain had actually 
been reopened to the public already. They had even added a beautiful 
hall near it for wedding receptions. She saw it in person during an 
outing with Cordelia, when she treated her to a day of fun exploring 
the park as a reward for learning to control her powers enough to be 
out in public. But Fiona would discover that for herself in a little 
while. Melanie simply didn't think it was worth the trouble arguing 
with her about it . 

"This is seriously the worst field trip ever, " Madison 
grumbled . 

"Each one of you has a unique gift," Fiona continued, "but that's not 
nearly enough to be a real witch." 

"And you're a real witch?" Madison asked skeptically. 

_0f course she is,_ Melanie thought. 

"She's the Supreme," Nan said aloud. 

Fiona laughed. "You know that onea€"she's smarter than all of you put 
together . " 

Melanie stopped when she noticed Nan had fallen behind. "Nan?" she 
called when she looked back and saw her crossing the street. "Hey, 
guys. We're losing Nan. She went in there," she told the others, 
pointing to the ancient house that their fellow witch had just 
entered, crossing the street after a quick look, to make sure no cars 
were coming, to go after her without waiting to hear their response. 
Madison groaned in annoyance as they all stopped and turned to look. 
Fiona gazed up at the house. Interesting choice. 

Melanie slipped into the house and found Nan. "Hey, Nan. What's going 
on?" 


"I heard something," Nan replied, looking around. Melanie raised an 
eyebrow. That didn't give much away. Nan was always hearing 
stuff . 

"If you're going to stay for the tour, you'll have to pay," a plump 
woman, who was obviously a tour guide, said. Melanie exchanged a 
glance with Nan and let out a sigh as she pulled out her wallet. This 
better be worth it. They followed the rest of the group that had 
gathered inside down the hall to the parlor room when the tour 
began . 

"The New Orleans Preservation Foundation is proud to present the 
haunted home tour of the Notorious Madame LaLaurie. This very house, 
the center of New Orleans high society, was also a place of abject 
horror," the tour guide explained. Madame LaLaurie. Melanie had heard 
of her before. She was featured as an antagonist in one of the 
Benjamin January books she read, a detective series which focused on 
a protagonist who was a free man of color living in New Orleans 



during the 1830s. In the story, LaLaurie had held the hero captive 
temporarily before his police friend arrived to help get him out. 
Melanie turned her attention to the portrait of the woman in 
question. Madame LaLaurie had been a heavy woman with a stern face. 
She noticed Nan was also gazing at it, but with a greater intensity. 
Almost as if transfixed. 

It was in that moment the others finally caught up to them. They 
spotted the two witches by peering out from the hall. "You want me to 
get them?" Zoe asked. 

"No, " Fiona said, stepping into the room to join them. For a moment, 
Melanie thought they might be in trouble, but the Supreme seemed more 
interested in the room than in them. 

"Oh, excuse me. You can't just barge in on the tour without 
purchasing a ticket," The tour guide told her. 

Fiona turned and made direct eye contact with the woman. "You're 
giving us a tour for free." 

"For free. Of course," the tour guide immediately conceded with a 
smile. Melanie raised an eyebrow. Talk about Jedi mind tricks. That 
woman wouldn't even give her and Nan a student discount. Fiona must 
have used Concilium on her. "The Code Noir, " the tour guide continued 
without missing a beat as the others joined them, "a decree that 
dictated the conditions of slavery, did not exist on these grounds. 

It was replaced by the Madame ' s own code of terror. And the torture 
she inflicted on her slaves would spawn 179 years of 
haunt ings . " 

"Wasn't this house owned by the guy in Face/Off?" one of the tourists 
asked as they moved to the next room. 

"Correct, the actor Nicholas Cage was a previous owner, " the tour 
guide said, stopping outside the bedroom. Fiona strolled right on in. 
"Madame LaLaurie was infamous for her vanity. She fought the rigors 
of age with a sacrament of expensive creams from Europe and something 
else far more exotic. The secret ingredient to the Madame ' s beauty 
ritual was a poultice made from human pancreas." They moved on to the 
attic. "This is the infamous chamber of horrors," the guide 
announced. "No flash photography, please. The attic where Madame 
LaLaurie inflicted heinous torture upon her slaves." 

Melanie noticed the look of unease on Queenie ' s face as they took in 
all the various instruments of torture lining the walls and hanging 
from the ceiling. "You okay?" 

"No, " Queenie said, angry just thinking about all the terrible pain 
that must have been inflicted on the slaves who lived there. 

"And where she ultimately met her own demise, " the guide continued. 
Queenie and Melanie hoped what LaLaurie got was as bad as what she 
gave. They listened intently while tour guide recounted how Madame 
LaLaurie was approached one day my Marie Laveau, New Orleans' own 
queen of voodoo. She tricked LaLaurie into drinking a vial of 
something she claimed was a love potion. But it was actually poison. 
The cruel slave owner died writhing in pain on the floor of her own 
bedroom. "Unbeknownst to Madame LaLaurie, a slave she had brutally 
mutilated was Marie Laveau 's lover, and she came to exact her 



revenge. The potion inflicted its cruel justice, and she got what she 
richly deserved. But her body was never found. To this day, no one 
knows the final resting place of Madame LaLaurie, " she 
concluded . 

Having another look around, Melanie realized Nan was missing. She 
must have wandered off again. Fiona was looking out one of the attic 
windows. Melanie quietly approached her and saw that she had been 
staring down at Nan, who was sitting on the edge of the fountain in 
the courtyard. "Should I go get her?" 

"No," Fiona said. "I'll get her. You stay here with the others." So 
Melanie continued the tour with the rest of her fellow witches while 
Fiona went to have a word with Nan. Just as they were getting ready 
to leave, Melanie realized someone else had gone missing. 

"Great, now Zoe's gone, too," she muttered. 

"She'll find her way back," Fiona said carelessly as she rejoined 
them with Nan in tow. "Come on, field trip's over." Her luggage 
should be arriving at the school any minute now. 

"It's the second door on your left down the hall," Fiona instructed 
the two men who had come to deliver her trunks. "Make sure you stack 
them vertically." 

Cordelia crossed her arms, upset. "I'm responsible for those girls. 
What if something had happened?" She was especially concerned after 
last night's incident with the bus. 

"Well, nothing did," Fiona told her. 

"Where's Zoe Benson?" Cordelia asked pointedly. 

"How would I know that?" Fiona said defensively. They heard a horn 
honk outside. "Oh, that's my taxi. Here, darling." She handed 
Cordelia a wad of cash from her wallet to give to the two men 
upstairs. "Make sure you tip them generously when they're 
done . " 

"Where are you going?" Cordelia asked. She just got back. 

"Out," Fiona said. "Don't wait up." 

"I have half a mind to enchant the locks after you leave," Cordelia 
told her. 

Fiona laughed. "Don't make me drop a house on you." 

Melanie was reading on her bed with Nox curled up beside her, when 
she realized she could hear sounds coming from Madison and Zoe's 
room. She looked up from her book and saw that Queenie had left 
without her noticing. That happened sometimes while she was reading. 
The rest of the world just fell away. That was probably why she liked 
it so much. Books were like a portable magic. They could take you 
anywhere you wanted when you had nowhere else to go. But one thing 
she couldn't ignore was the soft sobbing coming from across the hall, 
just barely audible above the sound of the running shower. Especially 
not after what happened last night. Zoe was out, so it could only be 
one person. Melanie shut her book and left it on the bed with Nox. 



She grabbed a small jar of homemade healing balm and headed for the 
room across the hall. She didn't bother knocking on the first door. 
She did knock on the bathroom door. 

"G-Go away!" Madison shouted, unable to keep her voice from 
breaking . 

But Melanie didn't go away. Instead she opened the door and stepped 
inside the steamy bathroom. She set the jar in her hand down on the 
shelf above the sink. "This will help with the bruises." 

"I don't need your pity!" Madison snapped from behind the cover of 
the shower curtain, angry and embarrassed that she had been caught 
feeling so vulnerable. She didn't want anyone to know. 

"This isn't pity. It's sympathy," Melanie corrected her. She knew 
what Madison was going through. Better than anyone. She wouldn't wish 
it on her worse enemy. 

"Like there's a difference." 

"There is," Melanie said calmly. "And there's nothing wrong with 
crying. It's a natural response to pain." 

Madison was silent for a moment before peeking out at her from behind 
the shower curtain. "Youa€| I can't believe you're actually being 
nice to me . " 

Melanie gave her a little half smile. "Don't get used to it." She 
didn't think she had said anything particularly funny, but it earned 
a small laugh from Madison. 

No nightmares this time. Since her alarm clock was broken, Melanie 
didn't wake the next morning until she heard Cordelia's knock at the 
door . 

"Rise and shine, ladies," she called out, continuing down the line. 
"It's time for Morning Gathering." Melanie and Queenie tore 
themselves from their beds to get ready for the day. After her usual 
morning ritual of washing her face, brushing her teeth and hair, and 
slipping a few simple rings with a minimal design on her fingers, 
Melanie decided to wear a plain black fitted t-shirt, vintage black 
denim shorts that had a large daisy pattern and a high waist, and her 
white converses. She also put on a dainty gold triangle necklace that 
had an 'M' engraved on it. It had been a birthday present from 
Cordelia. Melanie liked it because before coming here, she had never 
owned anything with her own initials on it before. But since she was 
an orphan, the coven gave her a reasonable allowance to buy a few 
things for herself that the school might not necessarily provide, 
like clothes and other personal items. Most of her money went towards 
books, though, so Melanie preferred to save money by buying most of 
her clothes at Good Will and thrift stores. You'd be amazed at what 
you could find if you knew where to look. Melanie paused when she 
thought she heard a faint scream from down the hall. 

"You hear that?" she asked Queenie. 

"Hear what?" Queenie asked, turning the water off. She had been too 
busy washing her face to notice. Melanie shrugged. Maybe she 
misheard . 



They finished breakfast and gathered around the coffee table again 
for the gathering, but Fiona still hadn't shown her face 
yet . 

Cordelia was getting impatient. She knew her mother was awake because 
she had knocked on her door and told her that she would be expected 
to come to the meeting. "Fiona! We're starting!" she called up. "Why 
don't you start us off, Queenie?" 

"Alright, " Queenie said, launching into her own backstory about how 
she came to the school. It started a year ago, back in 2012, in 
Detroit. She was working at Chubbie ' s Chicken Shack and some pencil 
dick was giving her trouble over a box of chicken. It had been a long 
day, and she was sick of dealing with costumers who thought they were 
smarter than her just because she worked in a fast food restaurant. 
And this one kept insisting she had shorted him a piece of chicken, 
when she knew for a fact that she hadn't, because she had packed that 
box herself. She wasn't born yesterday. She knew he ate that piece 
himself and was trying to get a freebie. The last straw was when he 
said that he wanted to speak to the manager and called her a stupid 
fat ass. Furious, she told him that she was the manager and plunged 
her hand into the boiling vat of oil they used to fry the chicken. 

The asshole started screaming when third degree burns formed on his 
hand and forearm. 

"Did they send you to jail?" Nan asked. 

"No. There were lots of witnesses, and none of them had actually seen 
me 'throw' the oil," she explained. "But it made the local newspaper, 
and that's how Miss Cordelia found me." 

"You didn't want to join us at first," Cordelia said. 

"I grew up on white girl shit like Charmed and Sabrina the Teenage 
Cracker. I didn't know that there even were black witches," Queenie 
said. "But as it turns out, I'm an heir to Tituba. She was a house 
slave in Salem. She was the first to be accused of witchcraft. So, 
technically, I'm part of your tribe." 

"Is this where we all sing ' Kum-Bah-Yah ' ? " Madison asked 
sassily . 

"Bitch, I will eat you!" Queenie snapped as she jumped to her feet, 
ready to rip her a new one. 

"Hey! Hey! Hey!" Cordelia said, placing a hand on her shoulder to 
stop her before it came to blows. "You guys have got to start taking 
care of each other. We have enough enemies on the outside." At that 
moment, Spalding escorted two men into the room. Melanie knew who 
they were right away from their demeanor. Cops. 

"Detective Sanchez, NOPD Homicide, " the older of the two men 
introduced himself, holding open his jacket to flash them his badge. 
"And my partner. Detective Stiles." 

"What's this about?" Fiona asked. 


"We'd like to have a word with three of your girls." Detective 
Sanchez answered. He was there for Melanie, Madison and Zoe. The 



latter two exchanged a nervous glance, while Melanie kept her eyes on 
the detectives and her pokerface firmly in place. They took the 
conversation to Cordelia's office. Madison and Zoe sat in the chairs 
in front of Cordelia's desk. Melanie chose to remain standing. 

"When a movie star like you shows up at a sorority house, people are 
gonna pay attention to where you go and who with, " Sanchez told 
Madison. "Lot of people saw you go into a back room with some of the 
guys on the bus . " 

"What does that have to do with the bus flipping?" Zoe asked. Madison 
and Melanie glanced sideways at her. 

"These are teenaged girls, " Cordelia reminded him. "How could they 
possibly do that? This all seems so silly." 

"I'm just looking for someone who had a motive to hurt those guys, 
who could've screwed with the breaks or the steering column," the 
detective said. "Maybe whatever happened in that room was 
upsetting . " 

"Well, you can keep looking, " Melanie told him. "We barely even know 
how to change a tire." 

"I always call AAA for that," Madison said in agreement. 

"Shouldn't we have a lawyer here? Or something?" Zoe asked. 

"Where just talking, " the detective said, though from the tone of his 
voice he was clearly looking to pin something on them. "Did you know 
any of those boys? Had you met them before?" 

"No, " Madison said, shaking her head. "We barely spoke to them that 
night. They took me in the back room to try to get me high, but I 
said no . " 

"She's sober," Zoe said. 

"Except vodka, " Madison added. 

"That isn't funny," Melanie told her. Saying something like that in 
front of a cop who was already looking for a reason to take them in 
was just plain stupid. 

"Uh, Madison has a wicked sense of humor. But, in fact, she's come a 
long way with her addiction issues. We're very proud of her," 

Cordelia explained in an attempt to diffuse the tension. 

"Can I ask you why you visited one of the survivors in the hospital?" 
Sanchez asked Zoe, switching targets. His silent partner moved to 
show her a picture captured by security cameras of her walking 
through the hospital. Madison's head snapped to the side to stare at 
her in surprise. She _what_? Melanie grit her teeth. She had 
suspected that might have been where she disappeared to the other day 
since she had been so worried about the boy who tried to help them, 
but that was a rookie move. 

"Uma€ | I felt bad for him, " Zoe said, trying to appear calmer than 
she felt. "We-we just met him the night before. He seemed nice." 



"He died right after you left," Sanchez told her. Cordelia closed her 
eyes and Melanie mentally smacked her forehead. It was pretty obvious 
to them what must have happened. Zoe clearly did something to him. 
"The doctors can't quite figure out how, but when we checked you out, 
we noticed that another boy you knew died in the exact same way right 
before you got here. A boy named Charles Taylor." That was too much 
for Zoe. Her eyes welled up with tears and a sob escaped her 
lips . 

"They gang-raped Madison! They got what they deserved!" Zoe cried. 
Madison and Melanie stared at her with wide eyes. Cordelia glanced 
worriedly between the girls and the cops. 

"Zoe, calm down, " Melanie said, but she was too upset to 
listen . 

"How did you flip the bus? Was it the wheels?" Sanchez pressed. "It 
was the wheels," he answered for her. They knew one of them had 
caught fire just before the flip. 

"I have no idea what she's talking about. Ia€ i nobody raped me," 
Madison said quickly, shooting Zoe a sharp look for ratting them out. 
"She's clearly lost her mind." 

"Madison did it. She can move things with her mind," Zoe yelled, 
standing up. "And I killed that asshole in the hospital. Me and 
Melanie have powers, too. We're witches." 

"I'm sorry. Detective," Cordelia said, also standing. "Zoe has 
clearly suffered some kind of mental break." She gave the girl a look 
to tell her to shut up before she spilled any more secrets. 

"Losing her boyfriend was very traumatizing for her. You shouldn't 
have brought it up, " Melanie told the cops, trying to get Zoe to sit 
back down in her chair. "As you can see, she isn't exactly stable. 

She doesn't know what she's saying." 

"No! No, enough lying. It's over!" Zoe said, shaking her off. 
"Everyone here is a witch. I'm so sorry. Please don't put us in 
jail, " she pleaded. 

"Nobody's going to jail." Fiona said, stepping into the room. "Girls. 
Will you leave us, please?" 

"Come on, " Melanie said, leading Zoe and Madison out the room. 
Hopefully Fiona and Cordelia would be able to sort this out without 
anyone dying or going to jail. They retreated to Madison and Zoe ' s 
room. 

"Do you think Fiona can fix it?" Zoe asked nervously, pacing the 
room. 

"You're such a goddamn idiot," Madison sneered. "I can't believe you 
told them everything. I'm supposed to be cleaning up my act. When 
this gets out, I'm screwed." 

"Your image is the least of our worries right now, " Melanie 
said . 

"Who cares? This is murder. Like, multiple murders," Zoe reminded 



them . 


"Zoe, we're not the only ones who'll be in trouble if it gets out 
that we're witches. You just put everyone else in danger, too!" 
Melanie said, upset. Sure, murder was bad, and not all of them may 
have deserved it, but use some common sense. "Their evidence was 
purely circumstantial." 

"They're not gonna find any evidence that we messed with the bus 
because we didn't mess with the bus!" Madison shouted at Zoe in 
agreement. "What did you do to that shit-dick in the hospital, 
though?" Before Zoe could answer, the door to the room opened to 
reveal a very pissed off Fiona. 

"Idiots," Fiona hissed at them and threw one of her arms in the air, 
sending all three of them flying into the walls at once. Melanie 
winced as she landed on the hard floor with a thud. "Have you any 
idea what's going on out there?" she asked them. She pointed a finger 
at Madison. "Now, I forgave your ham-handed mass murder business with 
the busa€"over exuberance of youth and all thata€"" she turned her 
head to glare at Zoe, "but if you haven't got the goddamn brains to 
know that when strangers come asking questions, we close ranks, then 
I fear our line is truly at an end." 

"But they knew so much already, " Zoe said. 

"I couldn't toast a piece of bread with the heat they were putting on 
you," Fiona told her, closing the gap between them. "You are soft. 
You're emotional. You care what people think." She took a step back 
and started heading for the door. "Now, if there's one thing you 
learn before leaving this place, it's that we, even the _weakest_ 
among us, " she said, pointing directly at Zoe, "are better than the 
rest of them." 

"Are we gonna get arrested?" Zoe asked. 

"You are missing the point," Fiona told her. 

"Which is?" Madison asked. 

"The point is, " Fiona said, "in this whole wide wicked world, the 
only thing you have to be afraid ofa€ | is me." She paused and fixed 
them all with stern glare before walking out. 

"Guess that's a 'no'," Melanie said after a moment of silence. With 
that out of the way, she went back to her room to finish her 
book . 

It didn't take long for Cordelia to come knocking on her door. "Are 
you all right?" she asked, opening the door to speak with her. 

"I think so," Melanie said. She was sorry about Kyle, but she 
wouldn't cry over the others. "Are you?" 

"I'm worried about you," Cordelia said, taking a seat on the foot of 
her bed. "It isn't like you be involved in something like 
this . " 

"What Zoe said about them raping Madison was true. I was just trying 
to ruin the tires so they wouldn't be able to get away. I didn't 



expect Madison to flip the whole bus like that, " Melanie explained. 
She paused for a beat and glanced at the calendar on the wall. "Don't 
you have a doctor's appointment today?" 

"I do," Cordelia said, not surprised that she had remembered. 
Sometimes Melanie seemed to know her schedule better than she did. 
"I'll be out with Hank for most of the afternoon. How about you and I 
fix up some fried chicken for lunch before I go?" she suggested with 
a smile. 

"Alright," Melanie agreed with a small smile. She had never really 
cared for Hank, probably because she knew when she was being lied to, 
but he made Cordelia happy. Melanie hoped she got what she wanted. 
Cordelia would make a good mom. 

Melanie, Queenie, and Nan were halfway through lunch, and Zoe and 
Madison still hadn't joined them. Fiona had at least made a brief 
appearance to load up a large plate of chicken before retreating to 
her own room. Melanie wondered what was taking them so long. Were 
they still sulking about earlier? 

"They went out," Nan said, reading her thoughts. 

Melanie blinked. "Out? Out where?" 

Nan shrugged and picked up another chicken leg. "I dunno . " Melanie 
frowned. Zoe and Madison together? That couldn't be good. 

It got worse when Cordelia and Hank returned from the doctor's. 
Melanie found her rummaging about in the study, flipping through her 
catalogue of spells. "How'd it go?" Melanie asked. 

Cordelia looked up and gave her a weak smile. "Not good. We're going 
to have to trya€ | alternative methods." 

"Like in vitro?" Melanie asked. 

"Maybe," Cordelia said, continuing to dig through her files. 

"You're going to do a spell, aren't you?" Melanie asked, crossing her 
arms . 

"Yes," Cordelia replied quietly. 

Melanie was concerned. Magic that dealt with life and death was 
pretty heavy. It leaned more heavily towards the dark and always 
carried a risk. "Are you sure?" 

"I'm sure," Cordelia said resolutely. 

"Okay. Good luck," Melanie said, turning to leave. 

"Melanie?" Cordelia said, stopping her. "I think one of my spells is 
missing . " 

"Which one?" Melanie asked. 

"It's a resurrection spell," Cordelia replied. "The one that invokes 
Azazel . " 



_Shit,_ Melanie thought. She had a bad feeling about this. The 
missing spell, plus Madison and Zoe's disappearance, definitely 
equaled trouble. "I'm sure it'll turn up," she said calmly. "I'll 
find it. You go ahead." 

"Thanks, Melanie, " Cordelia said, grabbing the fertility spell that 
she had been looking for. She paused in the doorway to smile and 
Melanie and stroked her hair. "I don't know what I'd do without you." 
Melanie smiled back and watched her leave. Then she quickly pulled 
out her phone and called Madison. 

"Hey, bitch, " she answered. 

"Where are you?" Melanie asked. 

"Driving, " Madison answered. 

"Is Zoe with you?" 

"No. I left her back at the morgue. I had to split when security 
showed up . " 

Melanie sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. "Did you take 
classes to learn how to be such a bitch, or is it a natural 
talent ? " 

"I was born this way," Madison retorted. "Get over it." Melanie could 
hear the eye roll in her voice. 

"One of Cordelia's spells is missing. Was that you?" 

"Yeah, so? We tried using it to revive Zoe's boy candy, but it didn't 
work . " 

Melanie was starting to get a headache. "Why didn't you say 
something? " 

"Because you would have tried to stop us." 

"Well, yeah, " Melanie said, annoyed. "There are some things you just 
shouldn't mess witha€"like that spell. Cordelia only keeps that one 
for research purposes. It's an example of what _not_ to do. People 
who are revived with that spell never come back right." It was 
probably a good thing they couldn't get it to work. 

"Well, nothing happened, " Madison said, "So you can save the 
lecture . " 

"Just put it back where you found it the moment you get back, " 

Melanie said sternly. "And give me Zoe's number." 

Madison sighed in annoyance. "Fine." Melanie listened carefully while 
she said Zoe's cell phone number and then quickly hung up so she 
could call her and make sure she was all right. 

"H-Hello?" Zoe sobbed into the phone. 

"Zoe? Are you all right?" Melanie asked, frowning when she heard how 
scared she sounded. 



"Oh, Melanie! Thank God," Zoe said, sounding anxious but relieved. 
Melanie could hear some kind of grunting noise in the background. 
"Wea€"Madison and Ia€"we brought Kyle back, and he killed someone. I 
think Madison left us." 

"The spell worked?" Melanie asked. 

"Yes. What should I do?" 

_Shit . _Her frown deepened. "Okay, stay there. You're in the morgue, 
right? Find some gloves and start wiping off everything you touched. 
I'll be there soon." 

"Please hurry," Zoe said anxiously as she hung up. 

Melanie got to the morgue as quickly as she could without a car. Zoe 
was so relieved to see her that she started crying again. A man 
wearing a navy blue jacket that said "CORONER" on it in yellow 
letters was lying dead on the floor. It was obvious that he had been 
beaten to death. The culprit, Kyle, was huddled up in a corner, naked 
from the waist up and covered in the other man's blood. It looked 
like Zoe had already started attempting to wipe some of it off of 
him. The candles, salt, and other remnants from the spell's ritual 
were still spread out on an autopsy table. "Alright," Melanie said, 
forming a plan as she scanned the room. "We need to clean this up. 
They'll know someone was herea€"that ' s unavoidablea€"but we should at 
least try to get rid any evidence that could lead back to us. And we 
definitely can't leave __him__ here," she concluded, squatting down in 
front off Kyle to get a better look at him. She frowned when she saw 
the mismatched body parts and how they had stitched them together so 
roughly. "This is terrible." He looked like one of Frankenstein's 
monsters. Kyle moved his head slightly to the side and his eyes 
rolled up to look at her. They looked dull, almost vacant compared to 
the night they'd met him. Melanie wondered how much of him was still 
in there. 

"W-We did the best we could, " Zoe said. 

"Whatever, we'll come back to that later," Melanie said, standing up 
slowly so she wouldn't startle him. "Let's finish cleaning up first." 
She put on a pair of gloves before touching anything. Then she and 
Zoe took care of the autopsy table and gathered up everything they'd 
left on it in a plastic medical waste bag. Then they wiped it down 
with some cleaning fluid they found in a closet. Next, they finished 
wiping the blood off Kyle. He seemed to prefer Zoe's touch, so 
Melanie decided to leave that to her and started stripping the dead 
coroner of his shirt, jacket, and shoes so they could put them on 
Kyle. He couldn't just walk around half naked, or he would stick out 
like a sore thumb. After they somehow managed to wrestle Kyle into 
the clothes without getting maimed or injured, they girls turned 
their attention back to the dead body. It was too heavy for them to 
lift on their own, even working together, and Kyle, who could barely 
stand, was in no condition to help them. 

"We'll have to leave him here," Melanie said. Zoe felt bad about it, 
but there wasn't much else they could do. Melanie doused the body in 
cleaning fluid while Zoe helped Kyle outside. They couldn't take Kyle 
on the bus, so they would have to take the dead man's car. Melanie 
finished up and stepped outside just as she heard a couple of groans 
and a loud thud. She looked down to see Kyle lying on the ground at 



the bottom of the stairs next to a very flustered Zoe. Melanie 
sighed. That boy was a mess. "Come on," she said, moving down the 
steps quickly to help Zoe get him back on his feet. They used the 
keys they found in the jacket's pocket to unlock the car. Melanie 
opened the rear door on the driver's side. "Let's put him in the 
backa€ | " she started to suggest, stopping short when she saw that it 
was already occupied. The blonde girl in the back blinked and stared 
up at her. There was something kind of familiar about her, but 
Melanie couldn't quite put her finger on why. "Hello." 

"Hi," the strange girl returned her awkward greeting. "Well, don't 
just stand there. Are you getting in the car, or not?" Zoe and 
Madison exchanged a glance. They had no clue who this girl was, but 
they couldn't stay here. 

There was a heavy silence inside the stolen car. Zoe was driving with 
Kyle next to her in the passenger seat, and Melanie was in the back 
with the mysterious stranger. Melanie wanted to ask who she was, but 
then she would probably want to know their names, too. It was 
probably better not to talk too much until they had a better 
understanding of who they were dealing with. Unfortunately, this 
didn't occur to Zoe. When Kyle started moaning like kicked puppy, she 
couldn't help herself. 

"Kyle? Kyle! Kyle!" Zoe said, trying to get his attention. He was 
totally out of it. "I knowaC i I Know you know something's wrong. 

Maybe this is too hard for anyone to hear, buta€ | Kyle, you died. 
Can-Can you remember that?" 

"Uh, ZoeaC | maybe this isn't the best time for this," Melanie said, 
watching him carefully from the backseat to see how he would react. 

It could be dangerous if something set him off and he lashed out at 
Zoe while she was driving. 

"You know, you were on a bus, " Zoe continued anway, "and-and there 
was an accident. Sort of." Zoe gasped and Melanie tensed when he 
slammed his hand against the dashboard. "Like, it wasn't youa€ | It 
wasn't you fault. Okay, none of it was your fault," Zoe said quickly. 
Kyle rolled his head to the side to look at her. "We tried to put you 
back together the best we could, and-anda€ i then we brought you back 
from the other side." Kyle erupted in a fit of deep, guttural yells 
and started thrashing around in his seat, hitting his head against 
the window and waving his arms. "No! No, stop!" Zoe cried, worried he 
was going to hurt himself. "Kyle! No! Kyle!" 

Melanie gripped the seat when the car swerved. "Shh! Hey, calm down," 
she said coolly in an even voice, trying to stop them from panicking. 
"Both of you, just calm down." Zoe sobbed and took a deep breath, 
relieved when Kyle actually stopped for a moment. 

"Look, okay, maya€ | maybe it would have been better for you to stay 
dead. I don't know," Zoe told him. "But I couldn't forgive myself if 
I didn ' t try . " 

"I forgive you," the girl sitting next to Melanie said. "Even though 
you drew me out here. Turn around. Make a right. That'll take us to 
my swamp . " 


"Swamp?" Zoe said, exchanging a glance with Melanie in the rearview 
mirror. Melanie nodded in approval. A swamp might actually be just 



what they need right now. It would be isolated, empty of any witness 
who might recognize them. And this girl seemed willing to help them 
for some reason. What else did they have to lose at this point? 

It was dawn by the time they reached the helpful stranger's cabin in 
the swamp. "Do you really think that's going to work?" Zoe asked as 
they watched her smear some stinky green paste all over Kyle's 
stitches . 

"I know it will," their good Samaritan replied. "This stuff is the 
shita€ | literally. Louisiana swamp is full of Spanish moss and 
alligator dung, which have amazing healing properties. Mother Nature 
has an answer for everything. Healed me when I was burned 
alive . " 

Melanie suddenly realized why she seemed so familiar. She had seen 
her face on TV. "You're Misty Day." She must have somehow used her 
power of resurgence to save herself. 

Zoe glanced at her and looked back at the healthy girl in front of 
them. "You're the witch Cordelia told us about. Everyone thinks 
you're dead," Zoe said, eyes widening slightly with realization, "but 
of course, you're not. You have the power of resurgence." 

"The power of resurgence, " Misty said, looking up at them. She 
smiled. "I like the sound of that." She stirred the mud in her bucket 
and smiled at them again. "We have so much to teach each other, Zoe, 
Melanie . " 

"Maybe we do, " Zoe said. 

"I always knew there were others like me," Misty said, "but I had no 
idea where to find you. And then today, I was meditating in the woods 
when my heart started racing, and my teeth started vibrating." She 
set the bucket down and stepped towards them. "Something was calling 
to me. I had no idea what it was, buta€ | I knew I had to follow. And 
it was you two. Your magic called me there." 

"It was mostly Zoe. I just helped with the cleanup," Melanie 
clarified . 

"But she is a witch, too, " Zoe added. 

"Whoever it was, I'm so grateful," Misty said, moving past them with 
a big grin on her face to sit down on her bed. "Now I'm not alone." 
Melanie could appreciate that feeling. She had felt so alienated 
before the coven found her. She and Zoe glanced back at Kyle when he 
made a gasping noise. He was still holding his head at an odd angle, 
and he was hunched up like he was cold or scared. Carefully, Melanie 
took his borrowed jacket off the chair behind her and slowly draped 
it over his shoulders. A slight tremor ran through his body, and Kyle 
blinked and looked at her. He looked dazed and confused, as if he was 
trying to figure her out. The feeling was mutual. Melanie still 
didn't quite know what to make of him. She had barely even spoken to 
him that night he tried to help them, and then his life had been cut 
short by their witchcraft, only to be brought back again by it. He 
must be terrified. Any sane person would be. She looked up when she 
realized Misty was quietly singing along to the song that had been 
playing in the background on her radio. _Rhiannon _by Stevie 
Nicks . 



"She rings like a bell through the night, and wouldn't you love to 
love her?" Misty sang, turning the volume up a little. "She rules her 
life like a bird in flight, and who will be her lover?" 

"Who sings this?" Zoe asked. 

Misty stopped singing and stared at her like she had just grown a 
second head. "Who sings this? Fleetwood Mac. Stevie Nicks is my 
hero," she explained, glowing with excitement. 

"That's Stevie Nicks from American Idol?" Zoe asked, noticing a 
vintage poster of Stevie on the wall. Sometimes Melanie really 
worried about her generation. Deprived as she might have been through 
her early childhood, she at least knew who Fleetwood Mac was. 

"Yes," Melanie answered with a straight face, "but she's famous for a 
lot more than that." 

Misty gave her a smile before turning back to Zoe. "It's Stevie 
Nicks. The White Witch. The only witch before you I've ever known," 
she explained. 

"She's an actual witch?" Zoe asked. Melanie nodded. She was impressed 
Misty had been able to figure that out on her own. Melanie had heard 
the song many times on the radio, but she had no idea that Stevie was 
a witch, too. Not until Cordelia told her. 

"Listen to the lyrics," Misty said, having them sit down with her. 

Zoe watched as Misty and Melanie closed their eyes, focusing on the 
music. Melanie had loved this song ever since she was a small child. 
Listening to it had always been strangely comforting. It helped her 
feel like she wasn't alone. Like someone else out there actually 
understood her. It wasn't until later in life that she learned why. 
"This song was her anthem," Misty explained. "Doesn't it justaC | 
penetrate your soul and tell the truth about anything you ever felt 
in your whole life?" 

Zoe noticed the small, peaceful smile that had formed on Melanie's 
soft lips while she kept listening with her eyes closed. It was the 
most beautiful and serene expression that she had ever seen on the 
other girls' face. "Yeah. Totally," she said with a smile of her own. 
But seeing the time on Melanie's watch, Zoe knew that it was time to 
go. "We really should be going," she said, placing a hand on her 
shoulder. Melanie opened her eyes and realized she was right. They 
couldn't stay here forever. Cordelia would be worried. 

"Going? What do you mean?" Misty asked as they both stood up. 

"Our school is probably wondering where we are, " Melanie said. Misty 
blinked, trying not to look too upset, as the other two witches 
turned away from her to look at Kyle. 

"We just have to figure out where to take him, " Zoe added, looking to 
Melanie for help. Melanie frowned slightly as she began considering 
their options. Abandoning him was out of the question. They did this 
to him. He was their responsibility. But she didn't know where else 
they could bring him aside from the schoola€"he wasn't in any 
condition to look after himself at the moment, and anyone who knew 
him would freak out if the dead boy suddenly showed up alivea€"She 



knew Cordelia would definitely be angry and probably punish them, but 
would ultimately try to help them as best as she could in the end. 

The problem was Fiona. Melanie was worried about what she might do to 
thema€"and Kylea€"if she found out about him. 

In the seconds it took for all of this to run through her mind. Misty 
stepped forward. "He can stay here with me," she said quickly. "I'll 
heal him. And then, when you come back, he'll be good as new." 

Melanie experienced a feeling of immense relief upon hearing that. 

The swamp was probably the best place for him right now. No one would 
think to look for him there, and there was no one else around for him 
to hurt. Except Misty, but she was obviously more than capable of 
taking care of herself. Kyle stared grunting softly, and the jacket 
covering him fell to the floor as he reached out for them. Melanie 
felt sad as she watched him and Zoe walked over to let him lean 
against her to comfort him. He sounded scared. Zoe's eyebrows knitted 
together in worry. It was hard to see him like that. Misty watched 
the three of them while Kyle's dark, frightened eyes flitted between 
the two younger girls. "Hey, you'll come back, right?" she asked. Zoe 
was silent . 

Melanie clenched her fists slightly, steeling her resolve. "Yeah," 
she said. "We'll be back, definitely. Just be careful. He doesn't 
seem to know his own strength." 


3 . Chapter 3 

**Chapter 3: The replacements** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They parked the stolen car a few blocks away from the school and 
walked the rest of the way back. Hopefully they would be able to 
sneak into their beds without everyone realizing that they had been 
gone the entire night. It was quiet. <p> 

Zoe glanced sideways at Melanie, who appeared to be lost deep in her 
thoughts. She suddenly realized that she had forgotten something 
important. "I never thanked you for helping me." 

Melanie blinked and glanced at her briefly before looking straight 
ahead again. "We're witches. It's what we do." 

"Madison didn't," Zoe said. "She left me." 

"Madison's a bitch," Melanie stated matter-of-fact ly . There was no 
getting around that. Zoe smiled slightly, but the corners of her 
mouth fell with Melanie's next words. "What are we gonna do about 
him? " 

"Kyle?" Zoe asked, scrunching her brow slightly. "Didn't we already 
decide to leave him with Misty?" 

"That's only a temporary solution," Melanie said, frowning. "We need 
to start thinking of something more long-term. His biggest problem, 
aside from how poorly he was put together and the fact that he should 
be dead, is his lack of control. I'll try to see if there's something 
in Cordelia's stash that can help get his head straight again. If he 
can function normally, he might have a shot at a real life." 



"What if she catches you?" Zoe asked. 


Melanie shrugged. "She lets me borrow her spell books from time to 
time for studying purposes. So, even if she sees me going through 
them she won't be suspicious." 

Zoe was really glad that she had Melanie on her side. She didn't know 
how she would have gotten through all of this without her. She 
probably would have managed somehow, but it was reassuring to have 
such a dependable ally. She frowned slightly though as she thought 
more about Kyle. Melanie was right. Kyle couldn't live a normal life 
the way he was. She and Madison may have brought him back from the 
dead, but he wasn't the same boy they had met that night. He just 
wasn't himself anymore. She wondered if it was because he was having 
trouble sorting out his memories. "Do you think it would help if we 
took him back to his family?" she asked. "It might help him recover 
faster." Melanie looked at her and furrowed her brow a 
little . 

"Maybe, " she said. But there was a possibility they might not accept 
him the way he was now. "It depends on how well Misty can heal him. 

If we're going to return him to his family, we'll need to find out 
more about them. See whether or not they'll be able to handle 

it . " 

Fortunately, Cordelia had been too consumed with her fertility ritual 
with Hank to notice how extended their absence was. And if Fiona had, 
she didn't care enough to mention it. So Melanie spent most of the 
morning searching for the spell, until Zoe tracked down and called 
Kyle's mother, Alicia Spencer. She wanted to see her. Partly to 
prepare her for Kyle's return, as Melanie had suggested, and partly 
to try to alleviate her own guilt for everything that had happened to 
him since they met him. Zoe was nervous about meeting her, so she was 
glad when Melanie asked if she wanted her to come too. And that was 
how the two girls found themselves down in the Ninth Ward, sitting on 
a sofa in the house Kyle grew up in, while they watched his bereaved 
mother cut up some hash on the kitchen table and load it into a small 
glass bong. Since she wasn't good with sensitive stuff like this, 
Melanie had decided to let Zoe do most of the talking. 

"So what made you come to see me?" his mother asked. "No one else has 
bothered . " 

"We've been feeling so haunted. It all seemed so unfair, so random," 
Zoe said earnestly. "You know, a truly decent person like him. We 
can't even imagine what it must be like for you. Losing your son." 

The girls watched as his mother lit the bong and inhaled deeply. She 
coughed and looked up at them. Then she crossed into the living room 
to join them. 

"He had a stash in his room. I've been sleeping in there," she 
explained, holding out the bong to offer each of the girls a 
hit . 

"No thanks, " Melanie said. 

"I'm driving," Zoe said. 

Kyle's mother sighed and plopped down on the small sofa with them. 



resulting in Melanie being awkwardly sandwiched between her and Zoe. 
"They didn't tell me he had a girl," she said, looking past her at 
Zoe, since she was the one who had made the call. 

"It wasn't romantic, Mrs. Spencer," Zoe told her. 

"Same here, " Melanie said when the older woman looked at her 
next . 

"I see," his mother said. It was hard to tell if she was disappointed 

or relieved. "Well, you're good friends. That's what matters. God 

bless him." She let out a heavy sigh. "When his father left, he 
became the man of this house. He worked part time as an SAT tutor. He 

did repairs. People said that's a lot of pressure to put on a boy. He 

was just aa€ | he was a natural gentlemen in his bones." Zoe and 
Melanie thought back to how he had helped them find Madison, even 
though he didn't know them and hadn't owed them anything. And the 
information Zoe had found and shared about his scholarship and how he 
used to volunteer for the United Way and other charities. Zoe blinked 
back the tears threatening to form in her eyes, and Melanie bit her 
lip and picked at the cuticle on her left thumb. 

"Yeah," Zoe said softly. "Yeah. He was like that." 

"Can I share something with you?" his mother asked. "I don't want to 
burden you." 

"Of course. That's why we came," Zoe said. 

She and Melanie listened while Mrs. Spencer told them about her 
circumstances on the other end of the line when Zoe had called. She 
had been about to commit suicide. She even had the rope and chair 
ready and everything. But before she could follow through with it, 
the phone rang. "I almost didn't answer," she said. "But something 
told me I should." She smiled and reached across Melanie's lap to 
touch Zoe's hand. "You were a saint to make that call, you sweet 
girl . " 

"I wish I was as sweet as you think." Zoe said sadly, eyes shining 
with unshed tears. It was her fault Kyle died. She shouldn't have 
asked for his help. And it was her fault that he was brought back so 
damaged using a faulty spell. Melanie looked at Zoe. She didn't know 
what to say, so she placed one of her hands on top of hers. Zoe 
looked at her and forced her lips into a small, grateful 
smile . 

Kyle's mother sniffed and started crying. "I wish I could hold him 
again. And kiss him." She sobbed. "If only to say goodbye." 

"You'll see him again," Zoe told her. Melanie wasn't entirely sure 
they should be making that sort of promise yet. 

Mrs. Spencer exhaled a shaky breath. "I envy you believers." 

"We don't know how it works either," Zoe said, exchanging a glance 
with Melanie. "But I'm telling you, Mrs. Spencer. Kyle has not left 


"We have to bring him back to her, " Zoe said as they climbed back 
into the car after leaving the house. This time Melanie was 



driving . 


"We'll see," Melanie said. She shifted the car into drive and pulled 
out onto the road, heading for Misty's swamp. They needed to know 
what kind of condition he was in first. 

At Misty's cabin in the swamp, Kyle was lying on her bed with her. 
That's all. They lay there and listened to the soothing, dulcet tones 
of Stevie Nicks singing her song _Sara_. It was calm, peaceful. It 
was nice not to have to think about anything. Everything had been so 
confusing ever since he reopened his eyes after the crash. Kyle 
closed his eyes as Misty started to sing along. He opened them again 
when she stopped singing to talk with him. 

"Stevie didn't really find her voice until she and Lindsey joined 
Fleetwood Mac. That's the thing," Misty said. "Can't be your best 
self until you find your tribe. I'm still looking for mine." They 
heard someone knock on the frame of the door. 

"Misty?" Zoe called out. The swamp witch and Kyle looked up and over 
to see her and Melanie standing in the open doorway. 

"Zoe? Melanie?" Misty said, smiling wide and jumping up off of the 
bed in her excitement. "Come see," she said, hurrying over to meet 
them. Kyle stayed where he was, watching the girls from the bed, 
while Misty led them over to him. They really had come back. Both of 
them. Zoe and Melanie were a little surprised when Misty hopped up on 
the bed to straddle Kyle around the waist, but they soon realized her 
intentions when she swiftly undid all the buttons on his shirt and 
ripped it open so that they could see the sate of his scars. 

"How did you do that?" Zoe asked as she and Melanie stared down at 
Kyle's freshly healed wounds in awe. They were so much better than 
before. The change was incredible. The stitches were gone. And those 
deep, ugly gashes had healed over night to form shallow scars, some 
of which were so fine, they had to squint a little to make them 
out . 

"It's the humic acid in the mud," Misty said proudly. "Burns, 
scrapes, bug bites. I put Louisiana mud on anything. "This one's 
really deep," she added, placing her hands on the scar around Kyle's 
neck where his head had been attached to his new shoulders. Melanie 
and Zoe kneeled down next to the bed to have a better look. It was 
definitely still the worst of them, and it might seem bad to others, 
but it was a major improvement over how it had looked before. Before, 
the girls had been half afraid that his head might come off again if 
he tried moving it too roughly. Now it was sturdily and stably 
attached to the rest of his body just like any normal human being's. 
"I tired. That's the best I could do," Misty said. Kyle stared at 
Melanie and Zoe while they each reached out a hand to feel the scars 
on his neck and left shoulder for themselves. Their touch was very 
light and gentle as they traced their soft fingers over the rough new 
skin. He liked it. It felt nice. He noticed the girl who wasn't 
Zoea€"the one whose hair was so pale that was almost white and shined 
like soft moonlight, the one who always seemed to be frowning 
whenever he saw hera€"was looking at him with a small but genuine 
smile that reached her eyes, making them shine like two green pools 
of swamp water glistening in the sun. 

"No. You've done more than enough," Melanie reassured Misty. It was 



better than she had hoped for. They could work with this. "I have a 
healing balm back home that might be able to finish the job." Misty's 
smile fell when she heard the word 'home', and she glanced at the two 
girls. They were going to leave again. 

"Kylea€ | it's Zoe." Zoe said, also giving him a smile. "And Melanie," 
she added, pointing to her friend. "Do you remember us?" Kyle reached 
out his left hand and slowly ran it through Zoe's hair. Then he did 
the same with Melanie's. Melanie didn't really like to be touched, 
especially not by people she didn't know well, but she did her best 
not to flinch so he wouldn't get upset. Instead, she subtly pulled 
her hair out of his reach by tucking it behind her ears. "Misty, we 
have to take him home, " Zoe said. Misty frowned and shook her head. 
"His mother's a wreck. Maybe seeing her will help heal him in some 
way, " Zoe insisted. 

"I healed him," Misty said sharply, starting to cry. "Me. Ia€ ! I 
bathed him anda€ | and fed him and nursed him back to health." 

"You did. No one's denying that," Melanie said calmly. 

"And we owe you big time, " Zoe added. 

"Well, then s-staya€ | stay for dinner," Misty said, grabbing their 
hands and smiling as she glanced between the two girls and Kyle. Zoe 
and Melanie exchanged a glance. Melanie felt sorry for Misty. She 
reminded her of herself as a child, back when she was constantly 
afraid of being abandoned again. But they couldn't stay. 

"Another time," Zoe said gently. "We promise." Misty reluctantly gave 
in and moved so Zoe and Melanie could help Kyle get up from the bed. 
She thought she would be able to take it, but as Misty watched the 
three of them head for the door with Kyle propped up between the two 
girls, she realized how wrong she was. She didn't want to be left. 

She didn't want to be alone again. 

"No. No," Misty said, jumping up and rushing to catch up to them. 

"No, he's not ready yet." Kyle grunted in surprise and alarm when she 
grabbed him from behind, wrapping her hands around his chest and 
waist, pulling him free from the other girls'. "He needs me. We're 
connected, " she said desperately, stepping around to look him in the 
eyes and cradle his face in her hands. "Kyle, when they abandoned 
you, I was there. You can't just replace me." She gasped and the 
others took a step back, startled when Kyle suddenly lashed out at 
her, smacking her hands away with a roar. He started shuffling 
towards Zoe and Melanie again. Feeling hurt, but not ready to give 
up. Misty made another grab for him. Zoe and Melanie didn't think 
that was such a good idea. 

"Let him go, " Melanie said holding out a hand to stop Misty while 
using the other to help guide Kyle into Zoe's arms. "Let him 


"He wants to go home," Zoe said, rubbing Kyle's back to calm him down 
as he put one arm around her shoulder while keeping a grip on 
Melanie's shirt with his other hand. "We'll come back for you," she 
said as the three of them shuffled a little awkwardly out the door. 
"We promise." 


Misty stood alone in her cabin, blinking back tears as she watched 



them go. "No, you won't." She cried. She was alone again. Everyone 
always left. Stevie was the only one she could count on. 

Zoe and Melanie tried to put Kyle in the backseat, but he refused to 
stay back there by himself and either tried to get back out, threw a 
fit, or followed them to the front of the car as soon as they moved 
away. Given what had happened the last time they let him ride in the 
front, they didn't want to put him in the passenger seat again, so 
Melanie ended up sitting in the back with him while Zoe drove. 

"It's all right, Kyle," Zoe said glancing at him in the rearview 
mirror as they made their way to Ninth Ward. "We're taking you home 
now . " 

Melanie turned her head slightly to look at him, too. Her cheeks were 
heating up. She frowned slightly to hide how uncomfortable she felt. 
Kyle was leaning against her, laying his head on her shoulder, while 
he continued to clutch her shirt. She knew he didn't mean any harm, 
which was why she didn't push him away, but it felt strange to have a 
boy she barely knew so close to her. She rarely even let Cordelia hug 
her. Aside from the soft grunting noises Kyle made every now and 
then, it was a quiet ride. But the closer they got to his house, the 
more doubts Melanie began to have. "I'm starting to wondera€ | if this 
is such a good idea, " she said while Kyle played with strands of her 
hair. Misty may have healed his physical wounds, but he didn't appear 
to have made much progress mentally. He was like a large child. A 
large child with enhanced strength who couldn't control his 
temper . 

"What? I thought we agreed on this. He should be with his mother," 

Zoe said with a frown. "You saw what she was like yesterday. They 
need each other." 

"Yeah. She might be desperate enough to take him back," Melanie said, 
her own frown deepening, "But how long do you think it'll last when 
she sees the scars and realizes how different he's become? She might 
not be able to handle him the way he is now. What if she rejects 
him?" She was worried what kind of effect that might have on Kyle in 
his current state. He'd already killed once. Whatever they were going 
to do, they had better make their decision fast, because they were 
only a block away from the house. 

"Alicia's his mother. She won't reject him. Besides, what else are we 
gonna do with him?" Zoe asked, getting upset. "He has no where else 
to go . " 

Melanie's brow furrowed and she fell silent for a moment. Zoe had a 
point. Maybe her history of bad foster parents was just making her 
paranoid. Real parents were supposed to love and protect their 
children no matter what. "Okay. You're right. We should at least 
try." Zoe smiled a little, relieved that she had decided to go along 
with her plan after all. She pulled over and parked the car across 
the street from Kyle's house. Kyle looked up when the car stopped. 

His eyes darted around, taking in every detail of the familiar 
surroundings. Melanie looked down at her shirt, where Kyle was still 
gripping it. She really hoped Zoe was right about this. For 
everyone's sake. 

Zoe unbuckled and turned around in her seat, placing a hand on his 
knee to get his attention. "I know this is the right thing, Kyle," 



she said when he looked at her. "She's the one person in the world 
that you'll remember. Everything will make sense when you see her." 
Kyle looked from Zoe to Melanie. He hadn't really been paying 
attention to where they were going or what they were saying before, 
but he thought he recognized where he was. He knew this place. It was 
the house he grew up in. Home. After all the terrifying confusion, 
there was finally something he knew. So when the girls helped him out 
of the car, he didn't resist. He stumbled along with them across the 
street, down the sidewalk, and up the steps to the porch until they 
reached the front door. They made sure he was steady on his feet. 

Then Zoe rang the bell, and they let go. Kyle felt himself fall 
forward as they ran back to the car. His forehead hit the glass on 
the door with a loud thud, but it didn't hurt. He stared at the 
reflections on the glass, watching as the images of their retreating 
backs gave way to the approaching face of a much older woman. His 
mother. She screamed. His mother screamed when she realized who he 
was. A sob escaped her mouth as she hurried to open the door. 

"Oh! Oh!" his mother cried out with joy, wrapping her arms around him 
as he fell against her. Zoe and Melanie watched the happy reunion 
from a distance, peeking out from behind the tree that they had 
parked under. Alicia Spencer was understandably shocked and obviously 
thrilled to have her son suddenly returned to her alive and in one 
piece. But Kyle wasn't happy. His eyes widened when his mother 
started dragging him inside, and he whipped his head around to look 
back at the girls. He felt a sudden pang of fear. Did this mean they 
were leaving him again? No. He didn't want them to go. He didn't want 
them to leave. Unfortunately, the two witches had no way of knowing 
this . 

"See, " Zoe told Melanie after the door shut behind the mother and 
son, giving her friend a small smile in an attempt to reassure her. 
"He'll be fine." 

_I hope so,_ Melanie thought, biting her lip. As they climbed back 
into the car, she paused to spare one final glance back at the house. 
She still couldn't shake the sense of unease that she had begun to 
feel. But there was nothing more that they could do for him here. And 
it was time for them to return home, too. Melanie shut the passenger 
door behind her, and the two witches returned to the academy, leaving 
the Spencers behind in their rearview mirror. 

Meanwhile, Zoe and Melanie weren't the only ones carrying out a 
clandestine agenda. Cordelia had made another appointment with her 
doctor after the fertility spell she tried with Hank failed to 
produce positive results. "Hank doesn't know I'm here," she told the 
doctor, sitting across from him in his office. "He's out of town 
bidding on a construction project. We tried alternative methods, 
buta€ | they didn't take. So here I am," she explained with a nervous 
laugh . 

"I'm glad you came," the doctor said. "I was actually gonna call 
you . " 

"Oh?" Cordelia said. 

"Your, uh, blood work came back. Ms. Foxx, we have a problem," he 
said grimly. 


"What kind of problem?" Cordelia asked. 



"The kind that rules out you having any sort of elective surgery. Now 
or for the foreseeable future, " he replied. 

Cordelia was stunned. No, that couldn't be. She needed this. "I'll 
find another doctor." 

"I can assure you no reputable surgeon is gonna take you on. Your 
blood work is alarming, and your immune system seems to be in some 
kind ofa€ | free fall," he explained. "You simply can't have a 
baby . " 

Cordelia bit her lip and shook her head. She wasn't ready to give up 
yet. "There's got to be something you can do." 

"I know how disappointing this must be," the doctor said 
sympathetically. "Times like these, I wish I had a magic wand I could 
wave. But I don't." 

Tears formed in Cordelia's eyes as the harsh reality began to sink 
in. "That's right," she said, biting back a sob. She wiped away the 
tears rolling down her cheeks. "You don't." But she knew someone who 
did. And she was just desperate enough to pay her a visit. 

Kyle was lying down on a bed in a room, staring at the walls. He 

recognized everything in it. This was his old bedroom. The house. The 

kitchen. The bathroom. The bedroom. He knew them all so well that 
even in this state, he could still navigate his way around from one 

room to the next without too much help. He had even managed to take a 

shower on his own earlier, though it mostly just consisted of him 
turning on the faucets and standing under the showerhead while the 
water ran over him. And he had still needed help getting out of the 
tub, even though the edge of this one was lower than the one on the 
metal trough Misty had back at her cabin. It had startled him when 
his mother suddenly pulled the shower curtain open. In fact, 
everything seemed to startle him now. After that empty darkness, this 
world seemed so much brighter and louder and fuller. There was so 
much to do and look at that it made his head spin. Everything on the 

outside was so intense that it made the inside feel emptier. 

Something wasn't right. His body was different. It wasn't his. It 
wouldn't listen to him. He struggled to complete even the simplest, 
most familiar tasks. It was frustrating, not being able to do 
everything on his own. But lying down relaxed him. It was easy. It 
gave him time to think. Or not think. To just be. The quiet solitude 
of his room was interrupted by several knocks on the door. 

"Are you asleep?" his mother asked as she opened it. When he didn't 
say anything, she let herself in. Kyle slowly turned his head to look 
at her when he felt the side of his bed dip from her weight as she 
sat down beside him. "I can't believe you're really here," she said. 
Kyle stared at her. Forming words was hard. It felt nearly impossible 
in his current state. Even if he could, he wouldn't know what to say. 

"I nearly died from missing you, baby." His mother stared at him for 

a moment before readjusting her position so that she was lying down 
next to him. "I was just thinking something. It's keeping me awake. 
Before, when you went to go take a showeraC | " Kyle remembered that, 
the look of surprise on his mother's face when she saw him naked. 
"You're a different person. Your body. You look like someone else. I 
don't understand what's happening," she told him. Kyle looked away. 
That made two of them. "But that-that doesn't matter. Does it?" she 



said, pressing her body up against his as she put her right arm 
around him and brought her face closer to his. "You're still my 
beautiful boy. We're together again." Kyle closed his eyes and felt 
her lips on his. She kissed him. Deeply, they way she always had ever 
since his father left. He opened his eyes again when he felt her lips 
traveling down his chin, then to his neck. She caressed his skin, her 
touch lingering longer than it should, as she moved her right hand 
from his side over his chest and abs, dragging it down below the 
blanket covering his hips. Kyle tensed and his chest tightened 
painfully as he realized what was happening. What she was about to 
do. "Let it all go. I'm here now," his mother cooed gently while she 
touched him in ways that no parent should ever touch their child. 
Kyle's face twisted with anguish and tears leaked from his eyes as he 
squeezed them shut. A pained whine escaped his lips. He wanted her to 
stop. He wanted to tell her ' no ' . But he knew that even if he could, 
it wouldn't matter. She never listened. She never stopped. He had 
wanted to tell someone ever since he was younger, but he was too 
afraid. Too ashamed. And all the memories of how she used to be 
before his father lefta€"all of the good times from when they were a 
happy, normal f amilya€"made it even harder. Whatever else she was, 
she was still his mother. He didn't want to hurt her. So he tried to 
do the same thing he's always had to do to get through it. He kept 
his eyes squeezed shut tight and tried to think of something 
beautiful, something that made him feel safea€"like those two girls 
from before, Zoe and Melaniea€"and he prayed for it to be 
over . 

Hip-hop music blared loudly throughout the neighborhood as Cordelia 
parked and crossed the street to her destination, a hair salon named 
_Cornrow City_. Stepping into the shop, she could hear the stylists 
talking amongst themselves. "I said if you want breakfast, you better 
carry your ass downstairs and make it yourself. Ain't nobody frying 
no eggs," one woman said, earning a laugh from the others. The 
atmosphere tensed the moment the white witch entered their line of 
sight . 

Cordelia faced the receptionist and gripped her purse, steeling her 
nerves. "I'm looking for Marie," she said. "I'm here to consult with 
her. About a fertility problem." 

The receptionist stared up at her for a moment before calling out, 
"Chinwe, Mambo here?" The man sitting in the chair behind Cordelia 
stood up and started walking. Cordelia followed him to a back room, 
where the man pulled out a small wooden stool and placed it on the 
floor in front of Marie Laveau's throne. 

"You want a Coca-Cola?" the voodoo queen offered without looking up 
from her iPad. 

"No, thank you." Cordelia answered politely, seating herself on the 
stool. "Thank you for seeing me right away. I've heard about you 
since I was a child." Marie spared her a brief glance before going 
back to her game. "Full disclosureaC | I'm fromaC"" 

"Darling," Marie interrupted her. "I know who you are." 

Cordelia adjusted her glasses, trying to hide how nervous she was. 
"Okay. So tell me about your fertility spell." 

"Oh, don't know nothing about that," Marie said. 



"Marie? If you know who I am, then you know I am well aware of the 
Pochaut Medecine." 

"Hmm, " Marie said, rubbing her chin as she looked up at her again. 
"Then you know that spell ain't no picnic for anyone involved." 
Cordelia glanced over her shoulder when she thought she heard the 
sound of drums in the courtyard while the voodoo queen explained the 
ritual. Cordelia thought she could see a vision of herself arriving 
at night in a red dress and being escorted out into the courtyard by 
two strong men painted to look like skeletons. "On the day of, you 
bring us two ounces of your husband's baby gravy in a mason jar." 
While other members of her magic circle beat the drums and performed 
a ceremonial dance around a bonfire, Marie would roll the jar into 
the flames. Then she would use a tool to demonstrate her resolve to 
cast the spell. "We use a Guinea pepperaC i hotter than Hades. When 
the gods see this willingness to suffera€| to sacrifice, they pay 
attention." Enduring the pain, Marie would perform her own special 
dance while the sperm boiled inside the jar. Cordelia's escorts would 
carry her over and lay her on the ground before Marie. A goat painted 
with voodoo symbols would be brought out to them. Cordelia would pull 
the skirt of her red dress up to expose her flesh-colored underwear, 
while someone else handed Marie the ceremonial dagger. Then the jar 
of sperm would explode, and Marie would cut the goat's throat and 
allow its blood to pour down over Cordelia's womb. "When it's over, I 
sleep for four days and four nights, " Marie concluded as the vision 
ended with her fainting upon completion of the spell. 

"How soon can we do it?" Cordelia asked. 

"Got to be a new moon." Marie answered. "And $50,000 in cash up 
front . " 

"Jesus, " Cordelia breathed. 

"We have a 100% success rate, " Marie said. 

"I'll find it somehow," Cordelia said. "Borrow it, rob a bank. When's 
the new moon?" 

Marie looked at her and started laughing. She shook her head. "Ain't 
gonna do no Pochaut Medecine on you. Not for $50,000. Not for 
$100,000. You were born into the wrong tribe. You the daughter of my 
sworn enemy." She laughed again, as if she took pleasure from her 
pain . 

"Fiona has got nothing to do with me, " Cordelia said firmly, fighting 
to keep her voice from breaking. She was not about to let her mother 
get in the way of this, too. "She has no idea I came to see 
you . " 

"Hmm, " Marie said. 

"You are my one real shot at this point, " Cordelia pleaded with 
watery eyes. 

"Too late for tears," Marie told her. "Damage is done. Waltzing in 
here like she the Queen of England. Talking about hammer and nails, 
looking to start a war." 



Stunned, Cordelia blinked back her tears. "Fiona was here?" 


"She done messed with the wrong witch," Marie said strongly. "And she 
knows it. And now you know it." A single tear rolled down Cordelia's 
cheek while she watched the voodoo queen laughed at her again. 

The front door of the Robichaux Academy slammed shut behind Zoe and 
Melanie when they returned. They hadn't eaten anything since 
breakfast, so they were both starving. The kitchen was going to be 
their first stop. "You like him," Nan said as they passed through the 
sitting room, stopping both girls in their tracks. Melanie's heart 
skipped a beat, and for a crazy moment, she thought Nan might have 
been talking to her until Zoe turned and said, 

"Excuse me?" 

Melanie watched as Nan closed her book. "You're thinking about a boy. 
I can tell," she said. From the way Nan's eyes flicked between her 
and Zoe, Melanie had a feeling she that was talking about both of 
them now. It was true that Kyle had been on her mind a lot, what with 
having to cover up evidence of his resurrection and accidental 
manslaughter, and then contemplate the possibilities for his 
futurea€"but like? As in a romantic attraction? The thought made her 
stomach flutter and heart skip a beat. Melanie was extremely confused 
when she realized she was fighting hard to suppress a blush. 
Fortunately, her pokerface was virtually unbreakable, so her inner 
turmoil stayed inside where it belonged. 

"You know it's rude to get into people's heads like that," Zoe said 
coolly . 

"You think I like having to hear other people's thoughts all the 
time? I don't." Nan said. 

"So stop," Zoe told her. 

"She can't," Melanie said. 

"I wish I could," Nan added. That was why her family had sent her 
away, because her power didn't have an off switch. Most people didn't 
like her once they knew she could hear their secrets. Which was why 
she liked Melanie. Unlike most people, who assumed it would be a cool 
power to have, she understood how annoying it could be. And she 
didn't blame her for it. What Melanie said and thought rarely 
contradicted each other. So Nan knew she could trust her. But she 
didn't want to hear Zoe's thoughts, which at the moment, weren't so 
nice. So she grabbed her big, orange sound-canceling headphones. 
"These help, " she said and put them on, so she could listen to the 
music they were playing instead, and went back to reading her 
book . 

"Does that really work?" Zoe asked Melanie. 

Melanie shrugged. "She says it does." They both looked at Zoe's purse 
when her cell phone rang. 

"Hello?" Zoe said, answering it. 

"Zoe, it happened," Kyle's mom said on the other end of the phone. 
Melanie had been about to walk off to get some water and give her 



some privacy, when Zoe started heading into the next room and waved 
for her to follow. "Oh, hey, Alicia," Zoe said, letting her know who 
the caller was. "Kyle's come back to me," his mother continued. 
"Excepta€ | " 

"It's not Kyle," she finished in a whisper, glancing nervously at the 
boy, who was staring unblinkingly at the TV. 

"We'll be right over," Zoe said. 

"What happened?" Melanie asked. 

Zoe looked at her with a serious expression on her face. "It looks 
like you might have been right." 

Kyle sat cross-legged on the floor of his room, rocking back and 
forth, while trying to forget the things his mother had done to him 
earlier. The TV had been a welcome distraction. But now that it was 
off, he didn't know what to do with himself. 

Then his mother came back into his room. "Kyle, honey? I have a 
little surprise for you, " she said. Kyle kept rocking, hoping it 
wasn't what he thought it might be. "I invited your friends Zoe and 
Melanie to come join us for dinner tonight. What do you think of 
that, huh?" Kyle shook his head. He didn't want them to see him like 
this. Not after what she just did to him. He felt dirty, unworthy to 
be in anyone else's presence. "They're sweet girls. Though that 
blonde's a quiet one. I don't know why you didn't tell me about them 
before. Did you think I'd not approve?" his mother asked as she 
walked around him to sit on the end of his bed behind him. "I 
certainly hope you don't feel like you have to keep secrets from me." 
She sighed when he kept rocking, refusing to even try to speak with 
her. "I've been possessive. I do know that," she continued, standing 
up again and walking back around to stand in front of him with her 
back to him. "I never meant for it to go so far, or go on for so 
long. But I think maybe you needed it just as much as I did." Kyle 
blinked. His eyes darkened and his expression hardened as every 
muscle in his face tensed. What did she just say? She said _he 
_needed it? Didn't she understand how unloved, how worthless and 
ashamed it made him feel? How terrified he was every time she touched 
him? He didn't _need_ it. He _hated_ it! Why did she think he was so 
happy when he found out his scholarship would cover room and board as 
well as tuition? It was because he couldn't wait to get away from 
her. To have a place where she wouldn't be able touch him. He thought 
things would change once he went away to college. But they didn't. 
_She _didn't. Kyle stopped rocking and stood up to face her. "But now 
it's time for you to move on with your life, and I understand that, 
and I want that, " she continued, gasping when she turned around and 
suddenly realized how close they were. 

"Jesus, Kyle!" Alicia cursed when she saw the look on his face, 
twisted with rage and pain. "Why won't you talk to me_!_?" she cried. 
"What's happened to you? They were so sure you were dead. They said 
they identified your body. Your body. I know your body, Kyle. I know 
it. And thisa€|" she ripped his shirt open, exposing his torso, "it's 
different! You're different!" she screamed. "Who are you, if you're 
not my son_!_? My son. My son," she started to sob. She wrapped her 
arms around him and kissed him. What the hell happened to him? Where 
did her sweet Kyle go? "My sweet baby boy, " she cried, clinging to 
him as she rested her head against his chest. The chest she didn't 



recognize. She kissed him, but he just stood there like a statue. She 
was getting desperate. "No body knows you like I do. Not even those 
girls. Neither one of them knows how to please you. Not like I can." 
She turned around and pressed her back against him, placing his hands 
on her hips. "Mama knows how to please you, baby." She tried moving 
his hands up and down her thighs. "It's okay." Unfortunately for her, 
Kyle did not the respond the way she wanted him to. 

He'd had enough. Kyle saw red. He wasn't going to do this anymore. He 
wasn't going to take it anymore. He started shaking, trembling from 
the effort it took to form the word he so desperately sought. "No!" 
he shouted furiously, pushing her away. 

"Kyle!" Alicia yelled as she slammed into the desk in front of her, 
shocked . 

Kyle grabbed a trophy off the top of his dresser. "No!" he shouted 
again, swinging it at her as she turned to face him again. The body 
of the woman who had violated him for so long hit the floor of his 
room with a loud thud. "No!" he screamed, hitting her again. There 
was a sickening _crack_ every time the heavy marble base of the 
trophy collided with her skull. But he didn't stop. He couldn't stop. 
Every negative emotion he had ever felt towards her was flowing 
through his body all at once, channeled out into this one act of 
unspeakable violence. "No!" The pain. "No!" The shame. "No!" The 
humiliation. "No!" The frustration. "No!" The anger. "No!" The 
betrayal. _ "Noooooo ! 

The sky was pitch black by the time Zoe and Melanie reached the 
Spencers' home. The only light came from the street lamps, which cast 
stark and eerily dense shadows that blended seamlessly with the 
night. That bad feeling Melanie had earlier returned full force as 
they approached the house. It hit her so hard that it made her 
stomach hurt. The first sign that there was something wrong was the 
lack of lights. Even though they were supposed to be expecting 
company, the lights on the porch and in the foyer were off. Melanie 
rang the doorbell, but minutes passed and no one answered. Zoe tried 
knocking on the door. It opened by itself with a creak. It hadn't 
been locked at all. The two girls exchanged a glance. That was never 
a good sign. Going in probably wasn't a good idea. After all, this 
was how most people died in horror movies. But they couldn't leave 
without making sure Kyle and his mother were okay. 

"Hello?" Zoe called as they cautiously entered the house. They tried 
to move slowly and quietly, but old houses rarely allow for that. The 
door creaked and several floorboards squeaked as they crept carefully 
through the rooms together. Fortunately, some lights were on further 
inside the house. "Alicia?" Zoe called again more softly as they 
passed from the dimly lit kitchen over to the door that led to the 
hallway, which was slightly ajar. Melanie reached out and opened it 
as quietly as she could, but the hinges still let out a soft creak. 
The hall was dark. The only source of light came spilling from an 
open room. They stepped into the open doorway and froze. Inside was 
the scene of horrific and violent murder. A woman, who could have 
only been Alicia, was lying on the floor. She was barely 
recognizable. Her face had been smashed so badly that her skull had 
caved in. Blood and bits of brain were splattered on her shirt and 
the carpet and the skirt of the bed. On the carpet, near her head, 
was a little golden plastic figurine that appeared to have been 
snapped off some kind of sports trophy. Was that what had been used 



to kill her? The two girls exchanged a frightened glance. Time to go. 
They turned to leave, only to find themselves trapped. Standing only 
inches away from them was none other than Kyle, covered in blood and 
holding the other half of the murder weapon. Melanie's eyes widened 
in shock. Zoe screamed in terror. Melanie immediately clapped a hand 
over her mouth to silence her, afraid it might set him off. If Kyle 
could do that to his own mother, who knew what he would do them? But, 
to her surprise, Kyle screamed, too. The two girls watched, 
bewildered, as he dropped the trophy and stumbled backwards, pressing 
himself up against the other wall as he slumped to the floor and 
stared up at them with big, wide eyes. Now he was the one who was 
scared. For a while they all just stood there staring at each other. 
Eventually, the silence was broken by Melanie. It started as a soft 
chuckle that grew to a full laugh. Kyle blinked, and Zoe stared at 
her as if she had lost her mind. 

"I'm sorry," Melanie said, through her laughter, wiping a stray tear 
from her eye. "I don't know why I'm laughinga€ | It's justa€ | It's 
just soa€ | for a moment, I seriously thought at least one of us was 
gonna die ! " 

"Someone _did _die, " Zoe reminded her, still staring at her with an 
incredulous look on her face. That sobered Melanie up fast. 

"Right," she said, adopting a more serious expression. She glanced 
between the grizzly murder scene behind them and the bloody boy in 
front of them. "I guess the question is, 'What do we do now?'" 


End 
f ile . 



